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Non illo quifquam folertior alter 

Exprimit inceffus, vultumque modumque loquendi. 

Ovid. 



-Tragica defaevit & ampuUatur in arte. 

Hor. 



P R O L O G U E; 

Written by DAVID GARRICK^ Efqi 

Sj)oken by Mn WOOD WARD* 

Jp ROLOG URS precede the piece in mournful verfe% 

As UNDERTijiKERS wolk before the herfe j 
Whofe doleful inarch mayflrike the harderid mindy 
And wake it's feelings-'-'fbr the dead behind, 

To-night nofmuggledfcenei fro^ France wejhew^ 
^Tis ENt>LisH> English, Sirs, from taf to toe. 
^ough toarfe the colours, and the band ur^fkilVd^ 
From real life oUr liiile chih isjiird. 
^e heri? is a yvuthy by Fate defign'd 
For CULLING SIMPLES ; but whofc ftage-ftfVtck \ 
Nor Fate could rulcy nor his indentures 
ApldU there iSy where fuch young Qxjixots meet j ^ 
*Tis called the Spouting-Club, a glorious treat ! ^ 
Where prentice 1Lv^o% alarm the gaping Jlreet, J 
There Brutus Jiarts and flares hy midnight taper. 
Who all the day enalls — a Wollen-Draper. 
There HaMlet*s Ghoftftalks forth with doubled fifty ' 
Cries out with hollow ^oice — ^" List, List, Oh! 

List/" 
And frightens Denmark'sPrincey-^-a jjfoung Tobacconifl. 
The Spirit toOy cleared of his deadly white, 
Rijes a Haberdasher to the fight. 
Not youfig Attomies have this rage withftoody 
But change their pens for Truncheons, ink for 

Blood, 
And (ftrange reverfe !) die for their Country's good. 

B a P R O- 



^ 1 

p-ftfUck mind > 

"es bind. ^ J 



N 



4 PROLOGUE. 

^0 check tbefe htroeSy and theif laurels cropy 
^0 bring them hack to reason and their shoPj 
Our author wrote. — Oyou^ "Xom^Wtcky Jacky fVill! 
TVbo hold the ballancey or ivi^o gild the pill ; 
Who wield tbeyardy and Jimf ring pay your court y 
And at eachflouHftr/nip an inch too Jhort ; 
Let no falfe fire your heedlefs fteps betray. 
^^ JVho can tread Jure upon this flippy ry way V^ ' ^ 
Where ji like to others y whom ambition calls y 
T!V advent rous youth y before he rifesy falls ! 
^e tinfel grandeur turns bis giddy brain i 
He^firotlsy an4Jlarves -, beftruts and frets in vain. . 

Butfiift 'yr"-t&, Prmper cms— brief let me be j 
Would you no gromings beary no ^les fee? 
Nor yet be damned? fiy hence i -" farewelly remember 
me:' 



Dramatis Perfonae: . 

WiNGATE, Mr. Yates. 

iDiCK, his Sony Mk. WooDWARD. 

GARGLfe, an Apotherary^ ' Mk. BuRtON. 

BiMON, Servant to Gargle, Mr. F1. Vaughan. 

CaTchpole, a Sheriff's Officer y Mr. W. Vaughan. 
Scotchman, Mr. Blakes. 

Irishman, Mr. JtFFERsoN. 

Charlotte, Daughter ts Gargky Miss Minors. 
Members of the Spouting-Club^ Watchmen^ isf'f. 
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Apprentice. 

A C T die F I R ST. 

S C E N E the F I R S T. 

iE»/ifir WiNQATi 4tnd Simon. 

WiNGATE. 

HOLD your tongue, you blockhead, don't 
argue with me; doh't think to impofe upon 
mef I am convinoedi I knoW it all ; ^nd if you 

imagine, v-arlet, thajfiyou are to trifle with nie 

*i^at right have yim4to trifle with me P-t— You are in 
the i^ot, you fcouodfel, and if you don't difcovQr 

''• Sji^on. . 

Dear heart, Sir, you won't give ahody time. ' . 

WiNGATE. i 

Tell me all you know this.moment, or — zookers I 
a whole month niifling, and no account of him far 
or nearl-~it is too nrluch for a father : A vile, un- 
gratefoi prodigal ! — Plague and diftraftion ! whcue 
can the fellow be?—- -Look you, friend } don't you 
prefume— - 

Simon 
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SlMONf. 

Lord, Sir, you arc Co main paffionatc, you won't 
^ct a body fpeak* 

WtNGAtfi. 

Speak out then, arid don't ftand nnutttriilg.— — 
What a lubberly fellow you are ! (Looks at him and 
laughs)— -'Ml ha! fuch a fcire-crow figure 1 Why 
don't you Ipeak out, you blockhead ? 

SiMOK. 

Mercy on us ! — your fon to be fure is a find 
young gentleman, and a fweet young gentleman ^ 
but lack -a-dsty^ Sir^ how fhould I know any thing 
of him ? 

WiNGATfi. 

Prevaricating booby ! with more evafions than if* 
you were before a Middlefex jufticc ! — ^Has not he 
been apprentice to your matter, my friend Gargle,-— 
who by the bye is as great a fool as yourfelf-— Has 
not he been apprentice to him thefe three years ? 
Have not you lived there all the time, and could 
you be fo long in one houfe with my fon, and not 
know all his haunts and all his ways ? And then, 
you vagabond, you rafcal, what are you lurking 
about my doors for ? What brings you hither fo 
often? - 

SlMOI^. 

My mafter Gargle and I, Sir, have been fb uri^ 
cafy about him, that I have been running all ovef 
the town ever fince morning to enquire for him^ 
every where, high and low -, and fo in my way, I 
,thought I might as well call here. 

Win- 
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WingAte. 

A villain, to give his father all this trouble 1 and 
ft) you have not heard any thing of him, friend ? 

Simon. 
Not a word. Sir, as I hope for mercy. 

* WiNGATE. 

You numfkuU ! you booby ! why did not you tell 
nie fo at firft ? 

»SlMON. 

I told you as foon as you would hear me ; and as 
fure as you are there, for all I know nothing, I be- 
Jieve I ean guefs what is come of him. 

WiNGATE. 

Ay ! — guefs then, firrah s tell me as you guels. 

Simon. 

As fure as any thing, mafter, the gypfies have 
gotten hold of him, and we fliall have him come as 
thin as a rake, like the young girl in the city, with 
Jiving upon nothing but crufts and water for fix and 
twenty days, 

WiNGATE, 

^he gypfies have got hold of him ! — get out of 
inc room, you blockhead, you driveller, you non- 
fenfical — ha ! ha ! the gypfies got hold of him ! — 
Jiep^, you, Simon— » 

SjM0N# 

3irj anaQ-^- 

• . Win- 
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WmCATE. 

WTicre are you going in fbch a hurrjr^— ^Let me&e 5 
wounds ! what muft be done ? — I'll plague myfelf noi 
more; let him go on his own way. -.An abfurd, ri- 
diculous, a filly, empty-headed coxcomb ! with his 
CaJfanderSy and his CloppatraSj and liis trumpciy^ 
with his Romances, and his damn'd plays, and his 
Odyjfsy Popes, and a parcel of fellow% not worth a 
groat ! wearing ftone-bucklcs, smd cocking his hat s 
What right has he to wear ftone-buckles and cocl^ 
his hat ? But Til not put myfelf in a paflion — Deatli 
and fury ! I never wear ftone-buckles ; never cock 
my hat. I think of nothing but the main jchange j 

and Simon, do you ftep, and tell my friend 

Gargle that I want to fpeak to him. And yet, I 
don't know, why fliould I fend for l\im ? A fly> 
flow, hefitating, pedantic blockhead ! — I fend for 
fuch a, fellow ! a peftle- and-rtiortar, fimple-fqueez- 
ing, dry piece of formality, with his phyfical cant, 
and his nonfenfe ! — Why don't you go, you booby, 
when I bid you ? 

Simon, 
Yes, Sir ; I am gone. Sir. [Exit. 

Wing ATE. 

This fon of mine will be the death of me. I 
can't fleep in my bed for thinking of hini. He'll be 
undone; he'll beruin'd; — well! it's his own fau^^ 
what care I ? My advice is all loft. A fcatter-brain 
puppy ! to ftand in his own light-— Death and fire ! 
that we can't get children, without having a regard 
for them ! I have been turmoiling for him all my 
days, and now the villain is run away. — Suppofe I 
advertife the dog, and promife a reward to my one 
that can give an account of him. There, more ^x- 

i pence ! 
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pence ! why Ihould I throw away money upon fiich 
a profligate ? Why, as I don't fay what reward, I 
may give what I plcafe when they come. But theil 
k^tbc young rake -hell fliould deceive me, and hap- 
pen to be,dead ? why then he tricks me out of three 
fhillings for,#.the advertifement 5 there's my money 
thrown- intd the fire. I'll think no more about him 1 
let him follow his nofe ; it's nothing at all to me : 
what care I ?—- Whatdo you come back for, friend f 

Ent^ Simon. 

WlNGAT]?. 

liVTiy don't you fpeak ? 

Simon. 

A3 I was going out. Sir, the poft came to the 
ioosj and brought this letter. 

WmOATE. 

Let me fee it—- The gypfies have got hold of him ' 
(Looks at him and laughs) ha ! ha 1 what a conjuref - 
you arc ? — ha 1 ha I- -why don't you go where I or- 
dered you ? 

Simon. 
Yes, Sir^ [E^f//^ 



h 



WlNGATE^ 

Well, wellj.rmrefolved, and it (hall befo; 1*11 
advcrtife him to-morrow morning, and promife, if 
he comes home, that all fHall" be forgiven : If he 
bites at the hook thea*whcn I have him faft, I may do 
Its I pleaftr. Ay, it fliall be fo ; {laughs^ I may then 
A) as^ I pleafe. Hal ha ! right ! very good ! Let 
jjbe'fce, iw^w atyHi I defcribe him ? He Jiad on, a 
VouH. \. C iUver. 



\ 



lo T M E A P P R E N T I C E, 

filver-looped hat ; I never liked thofe damned filver- 
lobps 5 — 2i filver-looped hat, and— and— cbnftifion ! 
what fignifics what he had on ? I'll read my lettef, 
and think no more about him. Hey ! what in the 
name of wonder have we here? (reads) Brijiol! — - 
how ! what is all this ? 
EJieemed Friendy 

Laji was lotb ultimo^ Jifice nohe of thine ^ which will 
occafton brevity. TChe reafon of my writing to thee at 
prejenty is to inform thee, that thy f on came to our place 
with a company of fir oiling player Sy who were taken up 
by the MagiJiratCy and committed as vagabonds to jatL 
That's good news ; I am glad t)f it ; let the villain 
lie there ; let him beat hemp {laughs) What a fine 
figure he'll cut in the jail !— ha ! ha ! Alexander the 
Great at hard labour ! I rejoice at this. Ha ! ha ! 
Let me fee, what more does he fay ? {reads) lam 
forry tJjy ladfhould follow fuch profane courfes j but out 
of the ejleem I bear unto thecy I have taken thy boy oui 
of confinement y andfent him off for your city in the wag-- 
gony wf?ich left this four days ago. He is conftgned to 
thy addrefs\ being the needfull from thy friend and 
fervanty Ebeeneezer Broadbrim. 

My efteemed friend, Ebeeneezer Broadbrim, you 
are as great a fool as the reft of them : What did 
you take the puppy out of jail for? Could not you 
let him lie there r — Ha ! ha ! the fpirit moved him, 
I fuppofe.— Turned ftage-player ! Til never fee the 
villain's face. Who comes there ? 



Enter Simon. 
Simon. 



r 



Our Cares pe over. 

WlNGAT£. 

You lie, you blockhe'^d : our cares arc but juft 
begun. ^ 

Simon. 



COMEDY, 



II 



Simon. 

All's fafe and well, make us thankful for it. I met 
Mr. Gargle on the way, and he has got fuch news 
for you, and he is coming as faft as he can, and here 
he is. 

WiNGATE. 

Let him come in, and dp you go and recover 
your breath, you gapeing, ftareing, open-mouthed, 
fly-catching fon of a 

Simon, 
We're all alive and merry. [£W/. 

Enter Gargle. 

WiNGATB. 

So, friend Gargle, here's a fine piece of work. 
Dick's turn'd vagabond. 

* Gargle. 

He muft be put under a proper regimen direftly. 
He arrived at my houfe within thefe ten minutes, 
but in fuch a trim ! I brought him with me j he is 
now below ftairs. I judged it proper to leave him 
there, till I had felt your pulfe, and in due courle 
prep^ed you for his reception. 

WiNGATE. 

Death and fire ! what could put it into his head 
to turn buffoon ? 

Garglb. 

Nothing fo eafily accounted for : when I]ic ought 

C 2 to 
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to be reading the Difpenfatory, there was he con- 
ftandy poreing overplays, and farces, zndSbakefpeare. 

WiNGATE. 

_Ay, thatdamn'd Sbakefpeare! I hear the fellow 
was nothing but a deer-ftealer in JVarwickJhire. If 
he had fold the venifon, there would have been 
fome fenfe in that j he would have made money 
by it J; a better trade than writing plays. 
Zookers ! if they had hanged the fellow out of 
the way, he would not now be the ruin of honeft 
nrien's children. What right has rtiy fon to read 
Shakefbeare ? I never read Sbakefpeare. Wounds ! 
I caught the r^fcal, myfelf, reading that Bartholo-* 
mew-^ir play of /few/^/, Prince of- — I don't know 
what, not I — Swe^en-l believe — and there was the 
Prince keeping company with ftroUers and vaga- 
bonds. A fine example, mafter Gargle ! 

Gargle. 

His difordcr is of the malignant kind, and t&f^ 
daughter has taken the infeftiori from him. Blefs 
rny heart ! ihe was as inncKent as water-gruel, till*^ 
he fpoiled her, I caught her the other night in the 
very fad, 

WiNGATE. 

Zookeru I you don't fay fo ! caught her in the 
faft? 

Gargle, 

As Ibre as ygy are there, he has debauched the 
poor girU 

WiNOATB, 

p?t?auched yotir dau^tcr I 

* . Gar- 
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Even fo. 

WiNGATB. 

I don't much wonder at that, friend Gargle. 
{Looks at him and hUgbs) The boy has good blood 
ffl his veins. 

Gargle* 

Poor Charlotte 1 I taught h^r in the veryfiijft, 
reading a play-book in bed. 

WiNGATE. 

Is that the faft ? ' 

Gargle. 

Yes, and bad enough of all confcience, 

Wikgate. 

, Why, you metaphorical blockhead, why coulcf 
not you fay Ho at firft ? 

GARGLt. 

That was my meanings but I have done for my 
young madam j \ have locked up all her books, and 
confined her to hef room. 

WiNGATE. 

You have ferved her right. Look you here> 
friend Gai^le; I'll never fee the villain's face; let 
him follow his own courfes ; let him bite the bridle. 

Gargle. 

Jjcnitiv€Sj,Mr^ Wingate, lenitives are pr^pepefc 

at 
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prefent. His habit requires gentle alteratives: 
Leave him to my management : Twenty ounces of 
blood, a cephalic tindure, and a cool regimen, 
will bring him to himfelf, and then he may do very 
well. 

WiNOATE. 

Pho! truce with your jargon: Where is the 
fcoundrel ? 

Gargle. 

Dear Sir, moderate your anger. Harfh Ian* 
guage may — 

WiNOATE. 

Harfh language ! If he behaves like a profl igate 
flian't I tell him of it ? 

Gargle. 

Violence may inflame : gentle means may work a 
reformation : the boy has good fentiments. 

WiNGATE. 

Sentiments! don't tell me of fentimcnt j what 
have I do with fentiment ?— ^-Lct the booby mind 
his bufinefs, learn how to get money, and never mifs 
an opportunity. I never miffed an opportunity 5 
got up at five in the morning 5 ftruck a light ; 
made my own fire ; worked my fingers ends ; and 
this vagabond is now going to deftruftion. Let 
him have his full fwing. Let him '-go on : A ridi- 
culous — 

Gargle. 

Ay ; ridiculous indeed ! For a long time paft he 
could not converfe in the language of common fcnfe. 

Alk 



A C O M E D Y. 15 

A(k him a trivial queftion, he gave you a cramp 
aniwer out of fome of his plays, that are always run- 
ning in his head. No underftanding a word that he 
fays! 

WiNGATB, 

, Death and fury ! this comes of his keeping com- 
pany with wits, and be damned to 'em for wits. — 
ha ! ha ! wit is a fine thing indeed. I never knew 
one of your men of genius worth fixpence. There's 
my friend Bookworni ; he has parts and talents 1 
every body fays fo ; we went to fchool together; he 
Ihidiedwell. (laughs) Ha! ha! yes, he ftudied 
well ! he niade Verfes, and I learned Vulgar Frac- 
tions. Where is he now ? Looking through iron 
bars at the King's Bench prifon. — Ha ! ha ! wit is 
the moft rafcally, contemptible, beggarly thing on 
the face of the earth. 

Gargle. 

Would you believe it, Mr. Wingate? I have 
found out that your fon went three times a week to 
a (pouting club. 

Wingate. 
A fpouting club, friend Gargle I what's a ijpout- 
ing club ? 

Gargle. 

A meeting of prentices, and clerks, and giddy 
young men, all intoxicated with plays I and fo they 
meet at public houfcs, and there they repeat fpeeches. 
and alarm the neighbourhood with their noife, and 
negleft their bufinefs, aud defpife the advice of their 
friends, and think of nothing but of becoming 
aftors. 

Wm- 
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WiNGATE. 

You don't tell mc fo ! a fpouting club ! zookcrs ! 
they arc all mad. 

Gargle, 

Ay, mad, indeed. Sir : madncfs is occafioned in a 
irery extraordinaiy manner i the Ipirits flowing in 
particular channels— - 

WiNGATC. 

'Sdcath I you are as mad yourfelf as any of them. 

Gargle. 
And contmuing to run in the fame duSs—^ 

WiNGATE. 

Ducks! — what ducks ? rod& dticks for fupper? 

Gargle, 

No, fir, no; but the finer juices running in the 
fame capillary dufts or veflels, the texture of th« 
brain becomes difordered. 

WiNGATE. 

Friend Garble, don't plague me. (walks away J 
Who's below there ? 

Gargle, (following him) 

Attd by the prcfRire on the nervous fyftem^ th<f 
head is difturbed : obftruftions are formed, and thu«^ 
your fon's malady is con^ra&ed. 

WiNGATE. (walking away J 
Will nobody anfwer ? Who is below ? ' ' 

Gar- 
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Gargle, (following him) 

But I fhall alter the morbid (late of the juices, 
correft his blood, fweeten the humours, and produce 
laudable chyle* 

WiNGATE* 

Produce a laudable fortune i that's the true ufe of 
GUILE. Who's below there ? Tell that fellow t6 
come up, 

^ Gar6le» 

Nay, be a little cool : inflammatories may be dan- 
gerous. He may reform 5 there is now fome pro- 
§)ea of it. 

^ WiNGATE. 

Po! nonepfyowrprofpeftsj give me a profpeft 
of gain. Prithee, don't teaze me, man ; here the raf- 
cal comes. 

^-- ■ ' ■ 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. 

(Walking flow andjullen^ with his arms folded: he looks 
at his father^ then fixes his eyes on the ground) 

There's an attitude ! If I had chains on, Bajazst 
could not do it better. (Afide.) 

Wingate. 
Did you ever fee fuch a fellow ? So friend ! 

DiCK. 
• ** Now, my good father, what's the matter?^' 

- yoL. II. D • Wijc- 
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WlN45ATE. 

< Y4>u have been upon your travels, have ye« ? — 
you have had your frolidc ?— Look you, young man, 
rU not put myfelf in a paflion ; but death and fee 4 
you fcoundrel, what right have you to plague me in 
this manner? Do you think 1 am to fall in love 
•with your face ? Muft I bear with you, 1>ecaufc 
^ am your father ? 

Dick. 

" A little more than kin, and lefs than kind/* 

WiNOATE. 

What a pretty figure you cut now ? (pmdi laugh- 
ing at htm) fuch a poverty-ftruck rafcal I never faw ! 
Why don't you fpeak you blockhead ? have you 
nothing to fay for yourfclf ? 

Dick. ( afide ) 

Nothing to fay for yourfelf ? What an old prig^^ 
it is ! 

WiNGATE. 

Mind me, friend ; I have found you out. How 
often muft I tell you that you will never come to 

food ? Turn ftage-player ! wounds ! you'll not 
ave an eye in your head in. a month. ( Looks at 
himy and laughs ) Ha ! ha ! you'll have 'em knocked 
out of the fockets with withered apples. Remem- 
ber I. tell you fo, friend. 

Dick* 

4 critic too ! ( whiftles ) well faid old fquare-toes. 



V A^ C O M E D V; t^ 

WlN^OATE. 

Lfiok yoir, young man ; my advice is all thrbwn 
away upon you. But once for all, mind what I fay*. 
I made my own fortune, and I could do the fame 
again. Wounds ! if I were placed at the bottom of • 
Chancery-lane with a brufh and blackball, I know 
, the world, and could make my own fortune again. 
You read Shakefpeare ! ^et Cocker's Arithmetic ; 
you may buy it for a fhilling upon a ftall > the beft 
book that ever was wrote. 

Dick. ( a/ide ) 
, Pretty, well that ! Ingenious, truly ! Egad, the 
€)ld buck has a pretty notion of letters. 

WiNGATE. 

Can you tell'me how much is Jive eights of thre$ 
fixteenths of a found ? — I fee you are a blockhead- 
Five eights of three fixteenths of a pound ! you can't 
I me ; I would not give a farthing for all you 
xwiow. If you have a mind to thrive in this worldy 
ftudy figures, and make yourfelf ufefuU. 

Dick. 

" How weary, ftale, flat and unprofitable feem to 
^ me all the ufes of this world !" 

WiNGATE, 

Mind the fcoundrel now I 

Gargle. 
Do, Mr. Wingate, let me fpeak to him. Softly, 
foftly J I'll touch him with a gentle hand. Come, 
young man, lay afide this fulky humour, and fpeak 
as becomes a fon. 

D 2 Dick. 
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Dick, 
" O Jeptha, judge of Ifrael, what a trcifure hadft 
'^ thou !" 

WlNGATE^ 

What docs the fellow fay ? 

Gargle. 

He relents. Sir ; come, come, young man, make 
peace with your father, 

t)lCK. 

" They fool me to the top of my bent." Egad, 
ril bamboozle 'em, and fo get out of the fcrape.—- - 
^^ A truant difpofition, good my lord." — No, no, 
ftay, flay, that's not right : my friend Ranger can 
fupply a better fpeech, — *' It is as you fay, when 
** we are fober, and refleft but ever fo little on our 
" follies, we are alhamed and forry ; and yet, ^^ 
*^ very next minute, we rufh again into the \ 
*^ fame abliirdities." 

WiNGATE. 

Well faid, lad, well faid j that's very good fenfe j 
1 like you when you talk fenfe. Liften to mc,^ 
friend : commanding our own paffions, and artfully 
taking advantage of other peoples, is the fure road 
to wealth. And without wealth, what is life ? — Die 
a beggar, rather than live a beggar. A man fhould 
always have a thoyfand pounds at his banker's. 
Wounds ! it's ridiculous not to have a thoufand 
pounds at your banker's. 

/ Dick. 

Without doubt, Sir. (ftifiing a laugh) , 

WjN- 
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WiNOATE. 

rU tell you what, friend; I have a great regard 
for you in the main. What do I mind my bufinefi 
for, and get up at five in the morning ? Is not it all 
for you ? I never loft an opportunity in my life. 
There was my friend Barlow, I knew he could not 
live ; he drank brandy in a morning ; I faw it j 
fixed my eye upon him ; fold him an annuity : he 
did not live to receive the firft quarter. Ha ! ha ! 
— ^my poor friend Barlow ! — 1 knew what I was 
about : and is not all that for you ? Mind me 
friend : if I abufe you, it is beaufe 1 wifh you well. 
Death and fire ! do you think I'd call you a fcoun- 
drel, if I had not a regard for you ? 

Dick. 
To be fure. Sir. 

WiNGATE. 

fou don't hear me call a ftranger a fcoundrel. 

''' Dick. 

No bad mark of prudence. 

WiNGATE. 

Prudence ! — what do I care for a ftranger? Mind 
roe, and I'll make a man of you. If you want any 
thing, you fhall be provided: have you any money 
in your pocket ? Not a fixpence, I warrant. ( looks 
ut him and laughs ) There is nothing I hate like po- 
verty. Let me fee, if I have any money in my purfe. 
How is this ? A ten pound note ! Now if I was to 
give you a bank-note — no; I'll keep it for you ; that 
will do better ; and fo tnind what I fay, and go and 
m^ke yourfelf ufefuU, 

Dick. 
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DrcK. 

«^ Elfe, wherefore breathe I in a Chriftian land?'* 

WiNGATE. 

■ Very well ; I like that : you had better ftick to 
your bufinefs, than turn mountebank, and get trun- 
cheons broke upon your arm,, and tumble about up- 
on carpets. 

Dick. 
*^ I flialt in all my beft obey you,^ Sir.** 

WiNGATE. 

Very well ; very well faid. You may do very 
well : rU fay no more to you now : go change your 
drefs ; make yourfelf fit to be fee^,. and go home to 
your bufinels. And let me fee no more play-books : 
let me never hear that you wear a laced waiftcoat : 
whatf right have you to wear a laced waiftcoat ? I^ 
never wore a laced waiftcoat ; never wore one till I 
was forty. - But Til not put myfelf in a jiaflion -, go, 
tnd remember what I have faid to you. 

Dick. 

I fhall. Sir. 
*' I muft be cruel only to be kind ; 
" Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind.**^ 
Cocker's Arithmetic, Sir ? 

WiNGATE. 

Ay, Cocker's Arithmetic : ftudy figures ; figures 
and the true Italian method of book-keeping will 
carry you throug^i the, world. 

* ., 

Dick. 
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Dick, 

Yes, Sir. {ftifling a laugh) Cocker's Arithmetic ! 

[Exit. ' 

WiNGATE, 

Let him mind me, friend Gargle, and I'll make a 

man of him* 

< 

Gargle^ 

. Ay, Sir, you know the world. Your fon will do 
very well : I wifli he were out of his time ; he fhall 
jhen have my daughter. 

WiNGATE. 

Yes, but not a ftiver of her fortune j I muft touch 
the cafti myfelf ; he fhadi't finger it during my Mfe. 
I mult keep a tight hand over him. ( Goes ^to the 
dm ) Do you hear, friend ? Mind what I fay, and 
go home to your bufinefs immediately. — Friend 
Gargle, let him follow my direftions, and I'll make 
a man of him. 

, Enier Dick. 

Dick. 

" Who caird on Achmet? Did not Barbaroflk 
pquire me here ?*' 

WiNGATE. 

What's the matter now? Barosjsa! wounds! 
what's Barossa ? Does the fellow call me names? 
What makes the booby ftand in fuch confufion? 

Dick. ♦ 

f* That Barbarofla fhould fufpeft my truth." 

Win- 
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WiNGATE. 

Mad, ftark daring mad ! — Get out of the room, 
you villain, get out of the room. 

Dick. 
I thought you palled me back, to ^ive me the 
bank-note. Sir. 

WlNGAT]^. 

' Give you a bank-note ! — Death and confuGon ! 
you oaf; you fcrub ; you ridiculous coxcomb j give 
you a bank-note ! the more you expeft it, the lel^ 
ril give it. What right have you to exped: it ? 

Dick. 

If you had not mentioned it yourfelf^ Sir— » 

WiNGATEt 

I mention it I 

Dick. 

I thought fo. Sir i^ and as your word is as good as 
your bond — 

WiNGATE. 

There now I fee you're a blockhead : my word zi 
good as my bond ! you fool, you numflcuU, you'll 
never fucceed in the world. Death and fire ! how 
is my word as good as fny bond ? My word is one 
thing, and my bond is another 5 all the world knows 
that. Let me hear fuch another word out of your 
mouth, and I'll turn you out of my houfe imme-- 
diatlly. My word as good as my bond. Wounds i 

Ihkve 
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t have a mind never to fee your face. I hate poverty 
and nonfenfe : never fay that to me again* 

Gargle. 

Qomcy young man, eyery thing was quietly 

fled : do as your father iDids you, and don't ipoil 
again. Be advifed by me : go^ make yburfellf* 
clean, and then come home to your bufinefs. 

[Hepujhes Dick out^ 

"^ iDlck. 

*' Oil ! 1 am Fortune's fool/* * [£xit, 

WiNOATE. 

i can be very peremptory, friend Gargle: if* he V€xes 
ineonce more, I'll have nothing to fay to him. But 
^ ftill have ftopes ^ he can do very well : and now I 
liinkof it, I have Cocker's Arithmetic below ftairs in 
tH counting-houfe. TU ftep arid get it for him^ 
and he fhall take it home with hia| 

Gargli:. 

Mr. Wingpte, I wifh you a good evening. I 
have a flow fever in the neighbourhood, that I muft 
pay a vifit to. You'll fend him home to his bufn 
hefs. ££ivi/* 

WiNGATE. 

lie fhall follow you diaeftly. Five-eights of th^_ 
three-Jixteenths of a found! — Multiply the numerator 
by the denominator ; five times fixteen, is ten tinies 
eight ; ten times eight is eighty ; and then-— a — ^^five 
and carry one^ [Exit a 

m 

Scene changes to another Apartmenti 
Vol. 1% . E m Mnten 
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Enter Dick and Simon. 

Dick. 

Simon, did you ever fee fuch a queer old putt.^^ 
my father ? ^ 

Simon* 

Good enought when he is pleafed ; but main cho- 
leric ; mercifull ! how he ftorms and raves ! blovm 
up like, gunpowder. , 

Dick. 

His charadler will do for the ftage, and V\\ aft it 
fnyfelf. 

Simon. , 

Lord love you, mafter, I am fo glad you are coi|;ie 
homcj but methinks we had better get away from 
this houfes all fifmng in troubled waters here ; much 
quieter at Mr. Gargle's. 

Dick. 

No, no, Simon ; ftay a moment. This is but a 
fcurvy fort of a coat I have on : I knbw old fquare- 
toes has always fomething fmart locked up in his 
ciofet j I know his ways 5 he takes them in pawn ; 
never parts with a guinea without a good pledge in 
hand. 

Simon. 

Odds my life, take care; as fure as a gun he'll 
hear you. Hufh ! I believe he's coming up flairs. 

Dick. ( goes to the door and lifiens ) 

No-r-no— no — he is going down flairs, growling 
%, • and 
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and grumbling — " fcoundrel, rafcal — bite the bridle 
— ^^ make yourfelf ufefuU — fix times twelve is fe- 
^^ venty two" — All is fafe, Simon; he is gone down; 
we have nothing to fear. Stand you there, and Til 
difpatch this bufinefs in two minutes '^ by Shrewf- 
^^ bury clock." 

Simon. 

Bleffings on him, what is he about? — Why, the 
clofet door is locked, mafter, 

Dick. 

I know it, Simon, but I can unlock it, — You fliall 

fee me do it with as much dexterity as any Sir John 

"Brute of 'em all. — This right leg here is the beft 

' lockfmith in England. Come, furrender up your 

truft— (^ Kicks the door open and goes in) 

SlMON". 

He is at his plays again : odds my heart, he is 
wondrous comical ; pure diverting 3 he will go 
through with it, I warrant him. Old Drybeard 
muft not fmoke that I have any concern. I muft be 
main cautious. What's he about ? Blefs his heart, 
he is to teach me to aft Scrub. He began with mc 
long ago, and I got as far as the Jefuit before he 
went out of town. " Scrub ! — coming Sir — why 
" Scrub ! — Ma'am — Lord Ma'am, I have a whole 
" .packet full of news; fome fay one thing, and 
'• fome another, but for my part. Ma'am, I believe 
*^ he is a Jefuit." — That's main pleafant — ^^ I be- 
" Jieve he is a Jefuit." 

Enter Dick,. 

Dick. 
". I have done the deed ; didfl: thou not hear a 
noife ?" 

E 2 Si- 
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Simon. 

No, mafterj don't look fo frightened i not 4 
moufeftirringj all fnug. 

Dick. • 

This coat will do charmingly. I have outwitted 
the old gentleman nicely. ^^ In a dark comer of his 
*' cabinet I found this paper ; what it is this light 
^^ will fhew." ( reads ) • / promi/e to pay — ha ! — / 
promifc to pay to Mr. Moneytrap or order on demand — 
^^. 'tis his hand ^ a note of his ;~ryet mor€''.^'theJum 
pf /even pounds fourteen Jhillings and /even pence^ value 
received by me^ Lopdon^ this i^tb June 1775. " 'Tis 
^' wanting what fhould follow i his name fliould foU 
^* low, but 'tis torn off, becaufe the note is paid/'- 

Simon. 

Oh ! Lud ! dear heart, Fni frighted out of my 
fenfes. You'll fpoil all j I wifh we were well out pf 
the houfe. Our beft wajr^ mafter^ is to make off 4i- 
reftly, 

Dick, 

ril do it ; well found a retreat in a moment ; but 
fir ft help me on with this coat, (puts it on ) Simon, 
you fhall be my dreffer, when I ani a great aftor | 
you'll be pure happy behind the fcenes. 

Simon, 

As happy as the day is long, mafter. I (hall like 
of it hugeoufly. I have been behind the fcenes ir^ 
the country, when I lived with the man that fhewed 
i^ild beafticcs, 

PlCK^ 
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Dick. 

Hark ye, Simon; when I am playing fbme deep 
tragedy, and " cleave the general car with horrid 
fpeech," you muft ftand at the fide of the fcenes, and 
cry bitterly. ( Teaches him ) Qh ! — it'§ fo moving, 
I can't ftand it. 

SlM^N. 

\ yes, rU do it 5 I am rare one to cry, 

Dick. 

And when I am playing a gay, iprightly, genteel 
part in comedy, you muft be ready to crack your 
fides with laughing. ( Teaches him ) I fliall be 
► damned pleafant. 

^ Simon. 

Never doubt me, mafter. ( Both laugh ) 

Dick. 

Very well ; now go and open the ftreet door; I'll 
i fteal dowij, and we'll leave old Multiplication Tfble 
fQ himfelf, 

Simon. 

Ay, fo beft : we are dancing upon thorns here : I 
Am gone to ferve you, mafter, 

Dick, 

'^ To ferve thyfelf ; for look, when I am Manager, 
" claim thou of me the care o' th' wardrobe, with all 
^^ thofe moveables whereof the property-^man now 
h ^^-ftands pofleft." 

Si- 
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Simon. 
I does not underftand it, but I likes to hear you 
talk. Hulh ! I am gone. 

Dick. 

Hold, hold ; Simon, come hither. " What 
" money have you about you, Mafter Matthew J" 

Simon. 
But a tefter. 

Dick. 

A tefter ! — fomething of the leaft, Mafter Mat- 
thew, Let me fee it. 

Simon. 
You have had fifteen fixpences now. 

Dick. 

Never mind ; I'll pay you all at my benefit. 

Simon. 

I does not fear you. Huih ! — I'll go and open 
the dooT. [Exit. 

-Dick, folus. 

" Thus far we run before the wind." — An apo- 
thecary ! make an apothecary of me ! what cramp 
my genius over a peftle and mortar, or mew me up in 
a fhop with an " alligator ftufft, and a beggarly ac- 
" count of empty boxes !" To be culling fimples, 
and conftantly adding to the bills of mortality. No, 
no, ril add to the Play-bills rather : it will be much 
better to be parted up in capitals, ^The part of Romeo 
by a> young gentleman zvbo never appeared upon any Jiage 

be-^ 
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heforel — My ambition fires at the thought. But 
hold, hold i may'nt I run fome chance of failing in 
my attempt ? Hifled, pelted, laughed at, not ad- 
mitted into the Green-room ! That will neverdo ;" 
" down bufy devil, down, down." — Take it t'bther 
way — Loved by the women, envied by the men, ap- 
plauded by the pit, clapped by the gallery, admired 
by the boxes ; " Colonel, is not he a charming crea- 
" ture ?— -My Lord, don't you like him of all 
" things ? Makes love like an angel — What an eye 
" he has ? The fweeteft figure ! — I'll certainly go 
" to his benefit." Celeftial founds ! — and then I'll 
get in with all the painters, and have myfelf put 
ttp in every fhop 5 — in the charafter of Macbeth, 
" This is a forry fight." {Jiands. in an attitude ) Jn 
the charafter of Richard, " Give me another ho^, 
" bind up my wounds; have mercy" — Oh !. it will 
do rarely i and then the chance of fome great fortune 
falling in love with me—" O glorious thought ! By 
" Heav'n, I will enjoy it, though but in fancy; ima- 
" gination Ihall make room to" — I wonder what 
o'clock it is : ( looks at his watch ) fdeath ! almofl: 
ten. I'll away at once; this is club-night; the 
fpouters will be all met. I'll make one among 'em. 
Little do they think I am in%)wn ; they will be fur- ' 
prized to fee me ; Ml beat up their quarters, and 
then for my aflignation with- my mafter Gargle'% 
daughter. Poor Charlotte ! by her letter I find fhe 
is locked up, but I (hall contrive means to favour 
her efcape^ I'll carry her off. A pretty theatrical 
genius. If fhe flies to my arms " like a hawk to 
it*s perch/' it will be fo rare an adventure, and fo 
dramatic an incident ! as my friend Polydore fays, 

" Limbs do your office, and fupport me well ; 
" Bear me but to her, then fail if you can." 

End (?/ /y^^ FIRST A^T, 

ACT 
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Scene difcovers the Spouting Club : the Members Jeated$ 
and roaring out Bravo, vMU onefiandsat a diftance^ 
aOkig Pierre. 

First MemSer* 

« /^URS'D be your fenatc; curs'd your conftn 
♦' V> tution ; 

•^ %he curfe of growing faftions and divifiohs 
•' Still vex your councils"-— 

Second Member. 
Don^t you think his adtion rather confined ? 

First Member. 

Confin'd ! — don't you know that I am in chains t 
you know nothing of ti^ ftage. A blockhead I 

Second Member, (advancing to him) 

Blockhead, fay you ? — I know niore of the fl:agc> 
than fuch upftarts as you can pretend to. Block* 
head ! — Was not I the firft that took conmpaflion oh 
you, when you lay, like a fneaking fellow, under the 
counter, and fwept your mafter's fhop in a morning * 
When you read nothing but T^he Toukg Man's 
focket Companion^ or ^he "True Clerk's Vade Mecum^ 
did not I fliew you the way to the upper gallery ? 
teach yoii the ufe of a catcall, and put Chrononhothon-^ 
thclogos into your hand ? 

All 



t 
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All. 
Well argued i bravo ! bravo ! 

President. 

Come, gentlemen ; no dilputes j no quarrelling. 
Confider where you are : This is the hohourable fo- 
ciety of Spouters ; and fo to put an end to all ani- 
mofities, read the feventh rule of this fociety. 

Third Member, (reads) 

fiai bufinejsy or want of money y Jhallnot be received 
as an excuje for non-attendance ; nor the anger of pa^ 

RENTS, MASTERS, GUARDIANS, Or RELATIONS, be a 

rtRraint to genius \ to the end that this Society may boaji 

its own mimic heroes y and be afeminary of young aSiorSy 

'« grace thefock and bujkiny in fpite of the low mechanic 

ition^ pff§Ofplefit only for the drudgery of trade and bu-- 

President. 

That is not the rule I meant to read. But come — 
" Fill a meafure the table round" — " Now good 
digcftion wait on appetite, and health on both" — . 

All* 
\ Huzza ! huzza ! huzza ! 

Scotchman. 

What fay you, lads ? — ^Now I'll gee you a touch 
vR Macbeeth^ 

First Member^ 
Well done highlander ; let us have it. 

Voi..J# F *6caTcft- 
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Scotchman, 

What do*ft leer at| mon ? I have had mucklo 
applaufe at Edinburgby when I enafted in the Reegi^ 
(eede. I now intend to do Macbeeth. I feed die 
degger yeftemeet, and I thought I lho\4ld ha* killed 
every one that came athwart my gate. 

Irishman, 

Arrah, ftand out of the way, my boys, and you 
ihall fee me give a touch of Ot hollo, my dear. 
Now for the truth of it. (Bums a ^ork^ and blaeki 
bis face) The devil burn the cork^ it would iio( 
4o it faft enough. 

First Member, 
Here, here j TU knd yoM a helping hand. 

(a raf at tbt door.^ 

Second Member. 
*' Open locI^s, whoever Hnocks/' 

Enter Dick^ 

Dictc, 

" How now, ye fecret^ black, and midnight wags! 
^^ what is't you do ?'* 

All. 

Ha ! the genius ! the genius come to town ! — the 
genius ! — huzza I 

' Dick. 
" How fare the honeft partners of my heart ?" 
J^i Pigtail^ give us your hand ; Jack Qakftick, yours ; 
Bob Nankeen, how goes it my boy ? BUfy Saflin, I 

re-» 
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joicc to fee you.---Gentlemen, I rejoice to fee you 
all. But CQme the neMfs i the new$ of the town, for 
I am but juft arrived. Has. any thing been damned ? 
Any new performer this winter ? How often has 
Romeo ahd Juliet be.en afted ? What iiew plays on 
Iheftocks? Come, my bucks^ inform me i fori 
want^newsk 

First MEMfeERi 

BrAvp, Sir Harry I yon fliall know all in good 
lime : but prithee^ my dear boy, how was it ? yoU 
J)layed at Briftol : the firil dalh is over with you t 
feome^ let us hean. 

Second Mem^e^i 
Ay^ the particulars, my 4ear Dicki 

Look you there how ; as Ranger fays, let Us havd 
hi dear boy, tod dear Dicki 

First JVlENfiEA^ 
Nayi hiy> Ifet us hfear 5 hdw was you received ? 

DiCK; 

RdipfeO Was mv part : I touch'd>*enl td the qiiick; 
fevery pale face from the Wells was there* Not iri 
the leaft frightened j oh I went. Eafy at firft j came 
to the Gardeh-lcene : Juliet thought tb have it hol- 
low t (he tuned her filver pipe : are you at that work 
lays I ? three ftrides to the ftage door^ turned fhort^ 
and here goes. 1 gave 'cm a volley. I tickled 'em, 
as you will fee in the papers. ,]8ut comcj ** What 
** bloody fcene has Rolcius pow to ad ?'* 

'^ First Member. 

AUwellfhidiedj ready in fevcrai charad^crs. But 

Geni^us, 
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Genius, why come among us fo late ? Why was i 
you here in the beginning of the night ? 

Dick. 

Vfhjyftap my vitals, I longed to fee you all 5 1 
vhom ftiould I meet in my way but my frien^ C 
call? 2i devilifli good critic. He has been in at 
death of many a piece. He and I went togeth 
and had our pipe, " ^^ clofe the orifice of the f 
mach you know," and what do you think I lean 
of him? 

First MembeiI. 
Something deep, 

Dick. 

^ Not as deep as a well, but it will do." Can ] 
rtell whether the empbafis fhould be laid upon the < 
taph or t)\t /ubftantive ? 

First Membefl. 
"Tk^' epitaph, or tht/ubjian five! 

Dick. 

Ever while you live, lay your emphajis upon 
epitaph. 

Irishman. 
Arrah, my dear, what is that fame epitaph nd^ 

Dick. 

Arrah, ^* my dear Cou fin Macfhane, won't ] 
^* put a remembrance upon me ?" 

Irishman. 
But is it mocking me you are ? — I believe it 

kn 
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knock you have a mind to take. Hark you, my 
jewel! ; if you'd be taking me oflF— -don't you call it 
taking off? — By my (houl, I would be making you 
take yourfclf off, — What ? — don't you like it ? — If 
you arc for a carte over the arm, I would not matter 
you three Ikips of iiflay. 

Dick. 

Nay, prithee, no offence : I hope, we Ihall he 
brother players. 

Irishman. 

Owl then we'd be very good friends ; for you 
jcnow two of a trade can never agree, my dear. 

Scotchman. 

Locke is certainly reet in his chapter aboot innate 
ideas ; for this mon was born without any at all. A 
jbeet of blank paper : tabula rqfa : and t'other mon 
yonder— -I ken not his name ; they call him the Ge- 
nius i I doot he has no great heed-piece. , 

DlCR. 

What chara^er do you intend to appear in ? 

Irishman. 

OtboUo^ my dear. Let me alone : you'll fee how 

I'll bodder 'em. Though by my fhoul, myfelf does 

not know but I would be frightened, when every 

thing is in a bub-bub^ and nothing to be heard, but 

« Throw him over".-« Over with him" — " Off, 

off, off the ftage""-" Mufic"— « Wont y'ha'fome 

orange chips" — " Ha ! fome nonpareils" — " Pro- 

gue"— « Horripipe"- « Roaft beef'-.-My dear, 

is Ji6t like^oin^ to ihc/od: A body could do that, 

^^ and fafting m a morning, without fee or re-^ 

wards 
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wzrii hcizey whj? you are as teniUe youiielf tf 
your encmy^rrrBut the critics have the a^^amagc-- 
Owl ncYcr mind that; 9#ho knows but t}^ deai" ^ 
trafws in the boxes wiU be luek^g at my legs ? To 
be fuic ! the Devil hum the iuci thqr^U give -enu 

Scotchman. 

Bjr St. Andffew, the cbe^U of North-Britdm has 
^akea that trad^ out of your hands* 

Irishman. 

That trade out of our hands, is it ? — Wjiy furci 
«iy dear, the legs are the manufaSrur^ of Ireland. 
Ow ! never fear it. Let me alone, my jewd ; may 
be I would fee a little round face from Dublin in the 
pit ; may be I would. 

SicoTcHliAi^. 

For the elocution you will fee that Vft Kavc the 
preference : Fll gee you a fpecimen* 

Dic^. 
What with that impediment ? 

ScOTCHMAfl* 

Impeediment ! what impeedimem ? Ido hot U^ 
do I ? J 49 mtjqueent. I am well lem'4^ am I not ? 

Irishman* 

Why then, if yoti go to that, I arh as well ttm- 
hf4 myfclf as any of them ; and by and by you will 
fee what a fi^re I will make in genteel and /^ co- 

^OTCII- 
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Out i waw ! ftami clear, mbii, audliyi gee you a 
toilch of Afoc^^/A. (repei^s.) 
<* Is this a dagger that 1 Iki before inc ? 
^^ The hauiidle towVds my haund V* 

Irishman* ( cottaring him ) 

^'Villain, be fure jrou prove my 

*' Lqyc ^ whore" ( r(?ptf^/j the reft ofthe/peecb. ) 

Thihp Member. 
{Witb bis f4€f powder' d^ and a p^ in bis band.) 

** I am thy father's fpirit ; 

^* Doom'd for a certain time to Walk the night — ** 

J3icic. 

po ! Prithee. m?in ^ yoia are not fat wiough for a 
ghoft, ' 

All. . 

No, no J it ftands to reafon* that a ghoft fhould 
tc die fat?eft a£tor on the ftage, 

Third Member, 

I intend to make my firft appearance in the Ghoft r 
but I am little ppziled about one thing. The au^ 
dience, you know, allways applaud a man at his firft 
appearance : now I want to know, when I come onj, 
apd they all fall a clapping, whether I fhpyld make 
^ bow tp the pit and boxes ? 

Irishman. 

To be fure you would; and then if you are 
damned, being a ghoft, you are at home you knowi 

piydear, 

Seconp 
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Second Member. 

Now gentlemen for the true way of dying— (>^«i^ita 
a blanket) you muft fuppofe me wounded— (^/7j) 

^' Oh ! Aitamont, thy genius is the ftrongef j 
" Thou haft prevail'd--" 

^^Watchman^ (whbm) 
Faft five o'clock, and a cknidy morning. 

Dick. 

How! paft five o'clock !-^-fdeath ! I Ihall mifs 
my appointment with Charlotte-—" I h^ve ftaid too 
** long, and I Ihall lofe my profclyte,**— Come, my 
boys, iet us fally out* 

AtL. . 

Ay ! let us adjourn ; lot us beat the roi^nds* 

Irishman. 

Ow ! never fear me -, I am ready for any thing, 
itiy dear ; though if «" they had ftaid, I fhould have 
hoddered 'em finely in Othollo^ 

SC0TCH^fAN. 

' I ftiould have Jhemed in Macbeetb. But never nriind 
it now. ril go to my friend the bookfeller, and 
tranflatc Cornelius Tacitus^ or Gr^ius de Jure B^lli^ 

All. 
Huzza ! huzza ! huzza ! 

Dick. 

■ Well fcower the watch — " Confufion to Mora- 
" lity ! I wifh the conftable was married" — Huzza ! 

Irish- 
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Irishman. 

Why then, myfelf did not care if I was well mar- 
tied too; a wife with a good fortune would be hin- 
<lering me from ^oin^ on the ftage. Ow ! no matter 5 
1 may meet with a willing craiur fomewhere. 

[Exit ^nging. 

t>iCK. 

Now for the Montagues and the Cajpulets, and l£ 
they bite their thumbs at me—— lExit. 

All* 
Huzza! huzza! huzza I [Exeunt pmnes^ 

Scene a STREET. 

Enter Watchman^ 

Watchman. 

Paft five o'clock, and a cloudy morning,- — All 
mad I believe in this houfe. This is their trade three 
nights in the week, I think. — Paft five o^clock, and a 
cl^dy moxning. 

All. ilwithin) 

Huzza! down with the watch: I wiih the con-* 
liable was married. 

Watchman. 
What in the name of wonder are they about no#? 

Enter the Spovtzks. 

^ Dick. 

** Angels aad miniftcrs of graqc d«f«nd us." 
Vol. II. G ^ Fo^fT 
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First Member. 

" By Heav'n, Til tear thee joint by joint, and ftrew 
" This hungry church-yard with your limbs." 

Dick. 

*^ Avaunt, and quit my fight : thy bones are mar- 

" rowlefs ; > 

" There's no fpeculation in thofe eyes, that tb 

" doft glare withall." 

Watchman. 

. You are difpofed to bcmeriy, mafter. . 

» t • . • 

, Second Member. 
" Be furc you write him down an afs." 

Dick. 

*' Be alive again 

" And dare me to the defert with thy pole.** , 

First Member. 
** Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear" ' 

Second Member. 
" The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger'^-— 

Dick. 

. /' Take.any fliape but that^ and my firm nerves 
" Shall never tremble"-— 

Watchman, 
Soho ! foho ! ♦ 

Enfer 
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Enter' Watchmen from all parts j feme drunk^ fome 
coughing^ and many /landing at a diflance. 

Second Watchman, 
What's the matter here ? 

♦ First Watchman. 

[ charge 'em all in the King's name ; they havjg, 
broke the peace j they have cprnmitted burglary, 

Watchacen, 
Down with 'em ; bring 'em along, . 

Dick. 

^^ Unmanner'd flave ! 

-^ Advance your lanthom higher than my breaft, 
" Or by St. Paul, V\l ftrike thee to my foot, 
^^ And fpurn the beggar for this infolence.'* 

Watchmen. 
Upon 'em ; fall on; to the round-houfe. (They 
fight ; Dki ,/alls ; fever al run away j Watahmen 

follow.) 

Dick, 

'* I am- not valiant neither. 
" Man but a rulh againft Othello's bfeaft, 
" And he retires. Where fhould Othello go ?'* 
. Go! where fhould I go ?— To my little Charlotte 
to 6e ftire. Egad, I'll make my efcape. Now 
Love direft me, " Like the fureft arrow froiij your 
** quiver." [Exit. 

G a Enter 
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Ent€^ Watchmen andfeveral Spoutehs* 

FntsT Watchman. 
Bring 'cm along. 

Second Watchman. 
* Ay, ay J bring 'em along ; they (hall anfwcr t 

FikST Member, 
«' Good ruffiail3| hold a whilc.^ 

FiHST Watchman, 
Hold 'em faft. 

Seoonp Member, 
*^ I am unfortunate, but not afham'd of beirtg^ 

S^CONP WATCHMANf. 

No, afham'd of nothing, I'll warrant.* 

First Member* 

Rafcal^ ! here is the moft prevailing, powe 
rhetoric, (thrown mon^ down.) 

First Watchman. 
Stay, ftay i the money need not be loll:. 

Second Watchman. 

Wc came honeftly by it, whatever they c 
{JVatcbmen fUk uf the money^ and fbe Sf outers 

First Watchman. 

Come, neighbour i nol)ad boot^. , 

[Exeunt fFatchmi 

Si 
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Scene, Another S T R E E T^ 
p,nter Dick, with a Lantbom and Ladder. 

Dick. 

All's quiet here ; the coaft clear. Now for my ad- 
venture with Charlotte. This ladder will do the 
bufincfe ; though it would be mor*e theatrical if it 
was a ladder of ropes. That does not fignify much^ 
I have feen it done this way in one of the panto* 
mimes. — This is my mailer Gargle's. " I rememr- 
ber an apothecary, and hereabout he dwells." — Not 
being yet broad day, " the beggar's ftiop is (hut." — 
What hoi apothecary !— -Soft 5 *^ wliat light breaks 
from yonder window ?- - 

" It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sun. 

f* Arife, fairSiin, and kill the envious Moon**-— 

Charlotte. ( at the window.) 
Who's there ? my Romeo ? 

Dies:. 
^^ The fame, my love, if it not thee di^leafe.'* 

Charlotte. 

Not fo loud J be a little natui*^ now 5 you'll wake 
tny father, 

Dick. 

^ Alas ! there's more peril in thy eyt/^ 
Than twenty of his gallypots. 

Charlotte. 

Pfliaw! how can you ? don't be in heroics now; 

never 
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never mind poetry and plays. How could you flay 
fo lono: r 



'o 



Dick. 

*' Chide not, my fair, but let the god of love 
" Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart." 

Charlotte, 

As I live and breathe, you'll ruin every thing. I 
Jhall be difcovered. Be filent i make no noife, and 
rU come down to you. 

Dick. 

No, no J not fo faft i let us aft the Gardm-Jcem 
firft. • -'■' 

Charlotte. ; 

And my next fcene will oe a prifon fcenc. My 
father will lock me up, where I fhall have no poflibi- 
lity of efcaping. Have patience, and Til be with 
you in a moment. 

Dick. 

Nay, then, rU aft Ranger : " Up I go, neck or 
« nothing." 

. * ' Charlotte. 

Was there ever fuch a man ? You are .enough to 
fright a body out of one's wits. I have fettled every 
thing with Simon : he is going to open Ihop, and 
has promifed to let me out that - way. Can'tt^ou 
ftay where you are ? Don't come up. I tell you 
there is no occafion for the ladder. 

. . Dick. - . 

But I tell you, I would riot give a farthing for it 

. without 
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without the ladder, " Up I go : If it was as high 
** as the garret, I ihould mount." 

.Enler Siuoiiy at the Door. *■ 

Simon, 
Sir, Sir; mailer, madam — 

Dick. {.Going up the ladder) 

Prithee be quiet, Simon. I am afcending " thd 
** high top-gallant of my joy." . .: . i 

Always fome new comical notion in his head. 
An't plcafe you, matter, my young miftrefs may 
txxdt through the ftop :. I am going to IWeep it out, 
and fhe may p^fs that way fafe and fail enow. . I 

CHARLOTtE. 

That will be the beft way: do you go down 
again 5 ftay at the door, and be ready to receive 
me, ,. . [She goes in. 

Dick. 

V But I tell you that will not do : you fhan't hinder 
me from going through my part. ( Goes up and looks 
in at the window ) "A woman by all that's lucky ; 
'^ neither old nor crooked ;" in I go. ( Gets in ) 
And for fear of my matter Gargle^ and the purfuit of 
the family, V\\ m^ke.fure of the ladder. 

{^Pulling up the ladder) . 

SlJMON. 

, Hift! hift! matter; leave the ladder; itmayfavc 
me from being fufpedled. I can fay that young 
miftrefs got out of the houfe that way. • 

Dick. 
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Dick. 

Very true, Simon : take care of a finglc rogue : 
I'll leave the ladder^ and be with you in a moment. 

^He goes in 

SiMoif« 

Lord love hini, how pleaiant he is !-— it will ht 
fine diverfion for me, when we are all playing the 
(oq\ together in the ftage^play^ to call him Brother 
Martin — " Brother Martin j Brother Martin/' 

Enter Charlotte. 

Char^<^ttb^ 

. Dear me! i am frighted out of my fenfes » whei^ 
IS he? . 

SiMOK. 

He ts a CQiTOng, ma'am-- -^^ Brother Martin.** 
Enter Dick. 

Hick. 

** Cuckold him, ma'am^ by all means: I'm youit 
^ man.** 

Charlottb. 

Well, I protcft and vow, I wonder how you caij 
ferve a body fo. Feel how my heart goes, thump, 
thump : it flutters like a bird in a cage. 

•Dic». 

*^ 'Tis an alfrm to love." — But ftay > I have not 
* done my part right : here has been no rapture at our 

meet- 
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meeting-— Quick let me fnatch thee to thy Romeo's 
arms/* 

CHARLOTtEfc 

Hufh I don't you confider the danger ? 

Dick. 

But I tell you, in Ipite of all danger we fhould in-* 
dulge our rapture. It is not dramatic otherwife. 
( Embraces her ) " Curls like a vine, and touches 
« like a god." * , 

Watchman. (pP^tbin) 
Paft fix o'clock, and ^ cloiidy morning* 

Charlotte. 

As 1 live and breathe, we fhall be difcovered and 
taken. We have not a moment to lofe : if you love 
me, let us make our efcape without more foolery* 

Watchman. ( Within ) 
Paft fix o*clock, and a cloudy morning. 

Charlotte. 
It comes nearei- and nearer: let us get away* 

Dick. 

Give me your hand, my fair adventurer, I attend 
you. *^ He muft fight damn'd hard that takes you 
^^ from me now." 

*' Yes, my dear Charlotte, we will go together; 
** Together to the Theatre well go 5 
*' There to their ravifli'd eyes our fkill well i 
^"^ And point new beauties — to the Pit below. 
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{Exit with Charlotte. 
VoL.ir. H Si- 
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Simon. 

Heaven blefs the couple of 'em ! — Lud ! feme 
body coming ! — hufh ; I muftgc't out of the way. 

[Goes in andftmis ibi dbtir. 

Enter Catchpoll and bis Follower. 

Catchpole. 
That's he yonder, as fure as you'fe alivt?. Yfes^ 
yes ; 'tis he. And by that token thfcre (pointinf^ td 
the ladder) he has been about fome mifchief. 

Follower. 

Yes, it is ; no, no : that an*t he. That one has a 
laced coat on him : thoff I can*t fay — yes, it is— as 
fure as a gun it is he. 

C^atchpole. 

Ay, I fmoked him at once. — Do you run that 
way, and ftop at the bottom of Catherine-ftreet i I'll 
turn into Drury-lane^ and between us both, it's odds 
but we nab him. [Exeunt. 

* Enter Watchman. 

Watchman. 

Paft fix o'clock — a troublefome riotous night I 
liave had of it — hey ! what's here ? A ladder at 
mafter Gargle's window ! I pnuft alarm the family. 
Ho ! ho ! mafter Gargle ! ( raps at the door ) 

Gargle. ( at the windolv ) 

What's the matter ? How comes this windot^r to 
be open ? Ha ! — a Jadfier : who's below there ? 

Wa^ch- 
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Watchman, 

Good morning, ipafter Gargle : you an't robbed, 
I hope : going my rounds I found a ladder here, and 
faw that window open, 

Gargj-e. 

My mind mifgives ; fome niisfortune has hap^ 
pened ; that ypung Gracelefs has been a^ work, I 
fear. Take away the ladder : where is Charlotte ? 
my daughter, Charlotte — 

IHe goes in. 

Enter Simon imitating Scrub, 

Simoon. 
" Thieves ! murder ! thieves ! robbery ! popery !** 

Watchman. 

What's the matter \Yith the man ? Are you 
crazy ? 

Simon, (with bis coat half off) 
" Spare all I have, and take my life. 

Watchman, 
Any mifchief within ? ' ■ ^ 

Simon. 

" They broke in with fire and fword. '^ They'll 
" be here in a moment — five and forty !"— -this 
will do — young mafter taught mie this : I fhould 
not know what to fay but for he : this will deceive 
'em all. Five and forty. Sir \ with fword and piftol ! 

Watchman, 
Robbers in the houfe ? 

H 2 ' Simon 
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Simon. 

'^ With fword and piftol — Five and forty, I faw 
'cm all." 

Watchman. 

Nay, an that be the cafe, it's time for me to march 
off: I may happen to have thcAvorft on't, and fo 
I'll go and fleep in whole bones- -Half an hour paft 
fix o'clock. {Exit, 

Simon. 

If it was not for niy friend Scrpb I (ion't know 
what I Ihould do. 

Enfer GaRGle. 

Gargle. 

She's gone 5 the villain has robbed me ; my 
daughter is run away ; he has carried her off; Simon, 
I fay, Simon ; where is the fellow ? 

Simon, 

Down o' your knees ; down o* your marrowbones; 
five and forty ! robberis, villains, thieves, murderers^ 
with fwprd and piftol ; down o' yopr marrowbones. 

Gargle. 

What a fright the poor fellow is in ? — Get up 
Simon, My daughter is loft ; I am ruined. 

Simon, {Afide) 
He does not lufpeft me : young matter has taught 
me rarely, blefllngs on him for it. {to Gargle) 
^^ Spare all I have, §ir, and take my life." 

Enter 
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- Enter Wingate, with a News-paper. 
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Wingate. {Reading) 

^y Wanted on good fecurity^ Five Hundred 
'* Pounds, for which lawful interejl will be giveuy 
^^ and a good Premium : Whoever this may fuitj 
^^ enquire for S. T. at the Crown and Rolls in 
'^ Chancery-lane. Nota-Bene ; The utmofi fecrecy may 
'^ be depended //^i?;/."— This may be worth looking 
after. If the fellow's a fool, I'll fix my eye upon 
him. Other peoples follies are an eftate to the man 
who 4cnows how to make himfelf ufefuU. Hey f 
whom have we here ? — Friend Gargle ! — up early I 
fee y nothing like it ; nothing to be got by lounging 
in bed, like a great lubberly fellow. What's the 
matter with you ? You look as if you had been tak- 
ing your own phyfic. 

Gargle. 
No wonder \ no wonder ; my daughter Charlotte ! 

Wingate. 
Your daughter I what fignifics a foolifh girl ? 

Gargle. 
poor girl ! out at that window there ! 

Wingate. 

Fallen out of the window ! If fhe is dead, fhe is 
provided for. Here, I have brought the book i I 
could not find it laft night. Here it is ; more fenfe 
in it than in all their Macbeths and their trumpeiy : 
[reads the title page) Cocker's Arithmetick ^ let that 
booby fon of mine ftudy this, and he wjU know how 
to fight his way in the world. Look you here now : 

fuppofe 
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fuppofc you have a fixtecnth part of a Ihip, and 
I buy one fifth of you j what Ihare of the flup do I 

buy ? 

Gargls. 

Dear heart ! dear heart ! mine is a nnelaricholy 
cafe. 

WiNGATE. 

So it is, if you can't anfwer the queftion. Why 
ftiould not a man know every thing ? How can you 
fettle partnerftiip accounts ? One fifth of one fix- 
tecnth, what Ihare of the whole do I buy ? Let mc 
fee i rU do it a fhort way. 

Gargle. 

To lofe my daughter in this manner ! feduced 
out of my houfe ! She is gone, beyond redemption. 

Wingate. 

Zookers ! be quiet man ; you put me out. Can't 
you hold your tongue ? Five times fixteen is equal to 
ten times eight; ten times eight is eighty. Wounds ! 
I'll give the book to that ignorant fcoundrell, though, 
for aught I fee, you are as ignorant yourfelf. 

Gargle. 

Deliver me ! I don^t know which way to turn my- 
felf. Your fon is returned to his old tricks. 

Wingate. 
His old tricks ! what, on the ftage again ? 

Gargle. 
I fuppofe fo i and he has carried off poor Charlotte. 

Win- 



I 



A C O M E D Y. 55 

WiNGATE. 

Cari-ied off your daughter ! how did the rafcall 
cbnfcrtve thaJt? 

Gargle. 

Oh ! I am diftraftcd. The watch alarmed us a 
little while ago, and I found a ladder at the window. 
I wifh I had never taken him into my houfe. He 
may debauch the poor giri. 

WiNGATE, 

Suppofe he does; what then? SheVawoman, is 
not flie ? The feUow will have Tenfe enough for that?, 
I warrant him. — Ha ! ha ! and that's what Ihe wants 
I fuppofe. 

Gargle. 

I never fufpefted her : their intrigue was all a 
ftcret to me. 

Simon. {JJide) 

Now I may venture to fpeak " Secrets! 

^'Secrets!" 

WiNGATE. 

What does the fellow fay ? — Are you in the fecret, 
rtfcall ? 

Simon. 

^' There be fecrets in all families, but for my part 
" ril not fpeak a word pro or con till there's a peace." 

WiNGATE. 

You won't fpeak, firrah ? Speak out this moment 
you villain ; do you know any thing of this plot ? 

Simon 
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Simon, 
Who, I Sir ? Not I, Sir, I know no fecret, Sir^ 
he came home laft night from your houfe^ and wenC 
out again direftly. 

WiNGATE* 

. You faw him then ? 

Simon. 

Yes, Sir ; I faw him to be fure. Sir. He made 
me open the fliop-door for him : he ftopt on the 
threlhold, and looked as if he faw foniething, and 
pointed at one of \ the clouds, and alked if it was 
like an ouzel. 

WiNGATE. 

Like an ouzel ! wounds ! what's an ouzel ? 

Gargle. 

And then he came back in the dead of the nightj 
and ftole away my daughter. 

Winqate. 

Po ! what fignifies your daughter ? All women 
are ruined feme time or other. Wounds ! I'll not 
put myfelf in a paffion : what right has the fcoundrell 
to put me in a paflion ? Ill think no more about 
him. Let him bite the bridle. V\l go and mind 
my bufinefs, and not lofe an opportunity for fuch a 
worthlefs numflvull. 

Gargle. 

What fhall I do ? Mr. Wingate, do not leave mc 
in this affliftion. Confider, Sir, Sir, when the ani- 
mal 
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ttial fpirits are properly employed, the whole fyftem 
is exhilarated ; a proper circulation in the fmaller 
du6ts or capillary Velfels* 

WiNOATE. 

Look you there now -, the fellow is at his duch 
again. Ha 1 ha 1 what a mountebank of a do£bof 
you are ! 

Gargle* 
But when the fpirits are under Undue influence^ --* 

WiNXSATE* 

Po ! you are sis mad with your phyfical jargon ds 
my fon is with his Shakefpearey and his ridiculous 
beggarly poets* 

Gargle* 

Dear Sir^ let us go in queft of him* He fhall ht 
Well phlebotomized, and for the future I will keep 
his folids and fluids in a proper ballance* 

WiNOATB* 

Don*t tell me of folids* The blockhead will 
never be folid. V\\ mind my own affairs* What 
care I for him ? Let me fee ; my chap is at {reads 
the news-faper) ay, at the Crown and Rolls. Friend 
Gargle, make your mind eafy : go and ftudy vulgar 
fraftions. Arithmetical proportion is when the an- 
tecedent and the confequent-^— 

Enler a PoRtER* 

WiNOATE* 

Wiio are you, friend ? What do you .want ? 
Vot. U* I Porter. 
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Porter. 
Is one Mr. Gargle here ? 

Gargle. 

^f y name is Gargle : any body taken fick ? 

Porter. 
Here's a fetter for you. 

Gargle. 

Let me fee it. What can this be ? ^o Mr. Gargle 
at the Peftle and Mortar — A letter from your fon, 
Mr. Wingatc ; this is his hand. 

WiNGATE. 

Let me fee it {fnatches it) this will unravel all, I 
fuppofe — his writing fure enough : what can the 
villain fay for h\vn![t\( {reads) 

To Mr. Gargle. 
Moji potent y grave^ and reverend DoSlory my very 
noble md approved good majier — The fellow is mad : 
wjiat a reverend dodtor you are ! {looks at Gargle and 
laughs) ha! ha! you look like a mummy— -(reads) 
That I have to" en away your daughter it is moft%rue\ 
true I will marry her. Tis true tis pity^ and ptty *tis 
tis true. I never read fuch nonfenfe in my life. His 
friend Shakespeare has taught him tliis. {reads) 
J have done your Jloop Jome Jervice^ and you know it \ 
no more of that. Yet I could wijhy tha^at this time, I had 
not been tids thing. What does the fcoundrel mean ? 
{reads) For time may b,ave yet one fated hour to come^ 
which wing'd with liberty y may overtake occaftonpafi. — 
His poets have taught him that too, and it's all flat 
nonfenfe : time and tide wait for no man, {reads) 
Here is a ruffian making villainous jejis at my undoing. 
Even the lewdrabblcy when they beheld bimfeizing mey 

grumbkd 
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grumbled pity. I could have bugged the greajy rogues \ 
they f leafed me. lexpeSi redrefsfrom thy ncbleforrows. 
Farewelly remember me. Richard fVingate. 

I don't underftand a word of it. Mad as a March 
hare i ftark ftaring mad. 

Porter. 

An*t pleafe ye, I fancy's the gentlenian is a little 
befide himfelf. He took me hold by the collar, and 
called me villain, and bid me prove his wife a whore. 
Lord help him ! I never feed the gentleman's Ipoufe 
in my born days before. ' 

Gargle, 
Is flie with him now ? 

Porter. 

There's a likely young woman with him, all in 
tears. 

Gargle. 

My daughter to be fure. 

Wingate. 

Let him ftay there. Wounds ! I would not go 
the length of my arm to fave the villain from the 
gallows. Where was he, friendj when he gave you 
this letter ? 

Porter. 

1 fancy the gentleman's in troubles : I brought it 
from a fpunging-houfe. 

Wingate* 
A fpunging-houfe! 

I ^ Porter* 
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Porter, 
Yes, Sir-»-^Mr, Catchpole's in Grafs Inn Lane^ 

WingAte. 
Let him lie there j I am gla4 of it, 

Gargi<e« 

Let us go to him, Mr. Wingate, I intreat you j 
we may faye him from ruin, 

WiNGATE, 

No 5 let him fufFer for it. Thi^ it is to have a ge^* 
jiius — ha ! ha ! Genius is a fine thing indeed ! 

Gargle, 

We may ftill do fome good, We may retrieve 
him. Step into my houfe, Til flip on niy coat, 
This honeft porter will (hew us the way. 

WiNGATE, 

Come in, and I'll talk to you : but I will have no^ 
thing to do with the fcoundrell— -r [Exit^ 

GaRCIiE. 

Honeft friend come with us ; I fhall be ready in 
a moment. Simon, do ypu ftay and take care of 
the houfe, ^ [£a?//, 

SiMOM, 

Oh ! I underftand it now : my poor young matter 
Jhwt up iA ^ jailt I hav? three Ihillings, and a tefter, 

an4 
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wd I fhould like to give it to him all, an it woujcj 
do him any good, ^ 

Gargle, (within) 
. Simon, Simpn, 

SiMOK, 

Anan \ Fm a coming, [£v/A 

Scene a SPUNGING-HOUSE, 

Pick and Catchpole at a tabk ; Charlotte ^///»f 
in a dtjconjolate manner^ 

Catchpole, 

Here's my fervice to you^ young gentleman. 
f)on't let your fpirits finjc. The debt is no fuch 
great naatter. Why fo fad ? 

Dick. 

^^ Becaufe captivity has robbed me of a juft and 
^' dear revenge/* 

Catchpole. 

Never look out of humour at me, I never ufe$ 
any body ill. No complaints of my houfe. Come, 
this has been many a good man's lot. Don't be de- 
jefted. I have t^ken a liking to you. Your look; 
befpeaks fomething. My heart warms, to you, me- 
thinks. Here's my fervice to you. Hey ! the li- 
quor Qutf Conic, we'll have t'other bowl. 

PiCKj 
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Dick, 

" IVe now not fifty ducats in the world j yet 
" Still I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin/* 



CATCHPpLE. 

What do you fay ? You have fifty (hillings I hope, 

Dick. 
" Now thank Heav'n, I'm not worth a groat." 

Catchpole. 

Not worth a groat ! — Then there's no credit here, 
I can tell you that. You muft get bail, or go to 
Newgate. The county jail is the place for the like 
of you. Who do you think is to pay houfe-rent for 
you ? I faw fomething fneaking in you at the firft 
caft of my eye. I knew you was nobody. My 
heart turned againft you at once. Such poverty- 
ftruck devils as you have no bufinefs in my houfe. 

Dick. 

*' The infolence of office, and the fpurns that pa- 

" tient 
" Merit from th' unworthy takes !" 

Catchpole. 

Merits ! The plaintifi^ will fhew you that he has 
merits, I warrant him. And you fee your friends 
won't come near you. They have all anfwered in 
the old cant, " I've promifed my wife never to be 
" bail for any body" — ^' I have fworn not to be fe- 
" curity"— I woilld lend you the money, if I had it, 
'^ but I defire to be excufed from juftifying bail" — 
And the porter you fent but juft now will bring the 
fame anfwcr. Don't think to ftay fnivelling here. 

You 



A C O M E D Y* 63 

You fliall go to quod I can tell you that, (knocking 
at the door.) Coming, coming i Tm a coming. I 
Ihall lodge you in Newgate before night. Not worth 
a groat ! — I'll keep no fuch low-lived company in 
my houfe. ( knocking at the door ) Knock the houfe 
down, do, will you ? A parcel of adtor-folks com- 
ing I fuppofe. None but players will come after 
you. ril take none of 'em for bail. They fhan't 
jibe me, I promife you. [Exit. 

Dick. 

^^ Has this fellow no feeling in his bufinefs, that 
** he laughs in making prifoners ?" Come, clear 
up, Charlotte ; never mind this ; let us act the 
Prifon-fcene in thit Mourning- Bride. 

Charlotte. 

How can you think of afting plays now, whenwc 
arein fuch diftrefs ? 

Dick. 

Why that's the time to imitate great examples. 
^* Unbend that brow and look more kindly on me." 
Come, we'll practice an attitude. How many of 'em 
have you ? 

Charlotte. 

Oh ! attitudes enough, if that would pay the debt. 
Let me fee ; one, two, three, and then in the fourth 
aft, and then — as I live and breathe, I believe, I 
have ten at leaft. 

Dick. 

That will do fwimmingly. I believe I have a 
round dozen myfelf. 

JEnter 
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Enter Wingate und Garglb* 

Gargle* 
Hu(h ! let us liften to him. I dare lay he repentg* 

Wingate. 

Wounds! what cloaths are thofe he has on? 
The villain has robbed me. 

Ay, we will ftew '^m attitudes enough* Let ti8 
try, Charlotte. Come j you fancy me dead, and I 
think the fame of you. ( They fiand in attitudes ) 

Wingate. 

The fellow ought to be in a ibait waiftcoat— 
'there, there ; mind him now. 

Dick; 
" Oh ! thou foft fleeting form of Lindamira 1" 

Charlotte. 
^* lUufiVe fhade of my beloved lord !** 

Dick. 

<^ She lives, fhe Ipeaks, and we fliall iftill be 
happy." 

Wingate. 

You lie, you villain, you fhan't be happy. 

(^Knocks him dowrt^ 

Dick. (0» the ground^ 
^^ Perdition catch thy arm, the chance is thine." 

Gargle. 
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Gargls. 

So, young madam, I have found you again. 

(^Seizes Charlott^, 

Dick. 

*' Capulet forbear ; Paris let loofe your hold ; 
*' She is my wife ; our hearts are twin'4 together.'* 

WiNGATE. 

Sirrah ! villain ! I'll teach you what it is to tor- 
ment your father, {ftriking him) 

Dick. 

" Parents have flinty hearts ; no tears can move 
** 'em; children muft be wretched." 

WiNGATE. 

Get off the ground j rife up this moment, or — . 

Dick. ( Rifing ) 
A pity there are np fcehe-drawers to carry me off. 

WiNGATE. 

What a vile profligate ! Where did you get that 
coat ? Rafcal, I have a mind to break your head. 

Enter Catchpole, lijiening at a diftance. 

Dick. » 

What, like this ? {Pulls off his wig, a^djieza^s tWB 
fatcbeis on his head) 

"V^ingate. 
Have not I told you what your follies wpuld bring 
you to? Can nothing fting you to reflection? A 
Voi,. II. K thou- 
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thoufand circumftances might before now have 
touched you ^to the quick. Your own fufferings ; a 
fenfe of filial duty j the ingratitude that marks your 
cotiduft, and the certain ruin that mufl: be the con- 
fequence of irregular and wild purfuits. 

Catchpole. (afide) 

" Vaftly well! he fpeaks more naturally than any 
of them. 

Dick. 

Sir, with your permiflion, ^' Rude am I in my 
*^ fpeech, and little fhall I grace my caufe in fpeak- 
^* ing for myfelf, yet by your gracious favour" — 

Catchpole. (afide) 
- No i that won't do ; fad fluff and ill Ipoken. 

WiNGATE. 

What do you defcrve for this behaviour ? Where 
do you think it will end ? Without experience and 
knowledge of the world, muft you prefume to judge 
for yourSlf ? Is there nothing due to your fuperiors ? 
No deference to authority ? By perfifting in a wild 
career of error and diflipation, you may plant thorns 
upon a father's pillow, but the uneafinefs you 
give him will only ferve to embitter your own rei. 
fieftioris, wlien you are left in ruin and diftrefs to 
think of what you have done. 

Catchpole. 

Very good-i (goes up to Wingate and claps him on 
thejhoulder) 1 like to hear you : you are the beft 
aftor among them, (embraces him) 

Win- 



A C O M E D Y. V 67 

WlNGATE, 

What does the fellow mean ? 

Catchpole. 

You do it admirably : give us another fpeech* 
You have a good falary, I warrant you. 

WiNGATE. 

Zookers ! do you t^e me for a mountebank ? 
Mighty well, young man s you fee what diforace 
you bring upon your father. Wounds! friend 
Gargle, I have done with him. I made my own 
fortune, and fooner than he fhall fpend a fhilling of 
my money, I'll take a boy out of the Blue-coat Hof-^ 
f Italy and give him all I have. The fcoundrell has 
fobbed me, and fo Mr, Catchpole you may take 
him to Newgate^ 

Catchpole, 

Well, I thought I never heard a better aftor la 
my life. Til take him if you be fo minded, and arc 
in good earned, 

GaRGLEw. 

If you go to that extremity, Mr, Wingate, then 
you know the fortune I intended to give my daugh- 
ter muft go into another channel. 

Wingate, 

How is that ?— I muft not lofe the handling of 
his money— -Why you knoW;> friend Gargle, I an^ 
not hard-hearted in the main* 

Gargle, 

Very true. Sir, and if you'U make the young gen- 
K a tlemaa 

1 I 
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tlcmart ferve out the laft year of his apprenticeftiip, I 
fliali be giving over bufinefs ; he may then fet up for 
himfelf, and have all my praftice into the bargain. 

WiNGATE. 

Right, you are right — I don't like to lofe an oppor- 
tunity : If the blockhead woiild get as many crabbed 
phyfical phrafes from your Hippocrites and Aliens as 
he has from his plays and farces, I don't know, be- 
tween you and me, but he may pafs for a good phy- 
fician. 

Dick. 
'• And muft I leave thee Juliet ? 

Charlotte. 
Have done with Ipeeches now : you fee wc are 
in the laft diftrefs : you had better make it up. 

(afide to Dick) 

Dick. 

Why, for your fake, I could almoft find it in my 
heart— ( afide ) 

WiNGATE. 

You'll fettle your money on your daughter ? 

Gargle. 
You know it was always my intention* 

WiNGATE* 

I muft not let the calh flip through my hands, 
{aftde) Look ye here, young man : I am the beft 
natured man in the world, — Mr, Catchpole, how 
much is the debt ? 

Catch- 
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Catchpole. 

The gentleman gave his note at Briftol, I under- 
ftands> where he boarded : *Tis but twenty pounds, 
debt and cofts. I haye treated him kindly, as 1 al- 
ways do to every body, and fo what you pleafe for 
civility money. — The gentleman knows I have been 
very civil. 

WiNGATE. 

Twenty pounds ! what right have you to owe 
twenty pounds ? Why don't you fend for your friend 
Shake/peare to bail you ? — ha 1 ha t I ihould like to fee 
Sbakejpeare attempt to juftify bail — Mr. Catchpole, 
will yeu take bail of Ben ^hompfon^ and Shake/peare, 
and Odyjfey Popes ? 

Catchpole. 

No fuch people have been here. Are they houfc- 
keepers,?. 

Dick. 
^^ *Tou do not come to mock my miferies ?*' 

Gargle. 

Hufti ! you'll fpoil all (takes him hy the band} 
Blefs me ! you are in a high fever. When you come 
homc> rU adminifter a gentle febrifuge. 

Dick. 
*^ Throw phyfic to the dogs, I'll none of it/' 

WiNGATE. 

What does he fay. Gargle } 

Gargle. 
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Garglb* 
He repents ; he promifes to reform* 

WlNOATB. 

That's right, lad ; now you arc riffht. Serve out 
your time, and my friend Gargle will make a man 
of you. Wounds ! you'll have his daughter and all 
his money j and if I hear no more of your trumpery, 
and you mind your bufinefs, and ftick to my 
little Charlotte, and make me a grandfather in my 
old days, why then, you will have all my money 
too, that is, when I am dead. 

Dick. 

And then, Charlotte, we may go to the play as 
often as we pleafe. (^afide) 

Charlotte. 

That will be the purefl: thing in the world, and 
we may fee Romeo and Juliet every time its afted. 

(afide) 

Dick, 

So we may : I'll buy a renter's fliare. And be- 
fides, it will look like a pliy now, if I reform in 
the tnd—''(a/ideJ'"Sir (to fVingate) '' free me fo 
** far in your moft generous thoughts that I have (hot 
" my arrow o'er the houfe, and hurt my brother." 
\ 

WiNGATE. 

What do you fay ? ipeak out friend. 

Charlotte. 
Tell him in plain Englifh. (afide to Dick) 

Dick. 
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Dick. 

I will : he knows nothing of nnetaphors. Sir, you 
fliall find for the future that we will both endeavour 
to give you all the ifatisfaftion in our power, 

WiNGATE, 

Very well ; thtt^s ri^t. You may ftill do very 
well. Friend Gargle, I am overjoyed, 

Garglc. 

Chearfulncfs is the principal ingredient in tht 
conipofition of heaitlu 

WiNGATE. 

3?^ouiids ! no niK>^re of your phyfic Here young 
man, put this book in your pocket, and let me fee 
how foon you'll be maflir of vulgar fradlions, Mn 
Catchpole, ftep home with me, and I'll pay you the 
money. You feem a notable fort of a tellow, Mn 
Catchpole, and I dare fay mind your opportunities. 
Could you nab a man for me ? 

Catchpole. 
Ay, faft enow, when I have the writ. 

WiNGATE. 

Very well, ftep with me. I lent a young gentle- 
man a hundred pounds. A cool hundred he called 
it — ha ! ha ! — it did not ftay to cool with him. I 
touched uprdemium there ; but I Ihan't w?iit a moment. 
Come, young man j do you know any body that will 
give you twenty pounds ? I never was obliged to 
my family for twenty pounds. But FU fay no more. 
If you have a mind to thrive • in the world, make 
yourfelf ufefuU ; that's the only rule I know, and it's 
i\it golden rule. 

TflCK. 
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Dick. 



Charlotte, as you are to be my reward, I intend 
now to be a new man* 

Charlotte. * 

And now I Ihall fee how much you love me. ^ 

Dick. 

It fhall be my ftudy to defervc you. And fince 
we don't go on the ftage it is fome comfort that 
" the world's a ftage, and alj the men and women 
*^ merely players." 

Some aft the upper, Ibme the under parts. 
And moft aflume what's foreign to rheir hearts. 
Thus life is but a tragi-comic jeft. 
And all is farce and mummery at bcft. 



EPI- 
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Written by Mr. CHRISTOPHER SMART. 

Spoken by Mrs. C LI V £• 

Enters reading the Play Bill. 

jd Very pretty Billy as Pm alive ! 

The fart of-^-Nobody — ly Mrs. Clive 1 
A paltry y ftrihbling fool ! to leave me out I 
Wllfay-y perhaps y he thought I could not {pout. 
Malice and envy to the laft degree ! 
And why ? — I wrote a farce as well as he. 
And fairly ventured it, without the aid 
0/ Woodward drefs'd in black, and Face in mafquerade. 
Poorfouly fucb canting fluff will never doj 
Unlefsy like BayeSy he brings his hangman too. 
'But granting thaty from thefefame obfequies^ 
Some pickings to our youthful bard arife ; 
Should your applaufe to joy convert hisfear^ 
As Pnilas turns tofeafl Lardella*s bier ; 
Tet 'twould have been a better fcheme by half 
Thave wrote for mcy and made his audience laughs 
I could have fhewn himy had he been inclined y 
AJpoutingjunto of the female kind, 
there dwells a Milliner in yonder roWy 
Well drejs'dy fullvoic'dy and nobly built for fiew^ 
Whoy when in ragCy fhef colds at Sue and Sarah, 
Damn'd, damn*d diffembler ! — thinks Jhe's more than 

Zara, 
Vol. n. L E P I- 
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She has a daughter too that deals in lace^ 

Andftngs — O ponder well — and Cheyy Chafe, 

'And fain "VbouldJlH thefiir C^heha's fface. 

And in her cocked up haty and gown of camhlety 

Prfteh»ydnfome7»iH^--^tbtai^ tht Ixwfl HttnTrt. 

A coufin toojhe haSy with/quinting eyesy 

With wadting gaiPy and voice like LondcSn Cries j 

IFhOy for theftage toojhort hy half ajioryy 

Alts Lady %ownly--^thu3 — in all her glory. 

Andy while Jhe's traverftng the f canty room. 

Cries — " Lordy tny Lordy what can I do at home!>^ 

Injborty there^s-girlsenot^hforaUthefellowSy 

The rantingy whining, fiartingy andthejeahus^ 

TheHot^urSy Romepsy tiamletSy andOthellds. 

Oh ! little do thofe filly people know. 

What dreadful trials ahors undergo. 

Myfelfy who mofl in harmony delighfy 

AmfcoU&ng herefrom morning until night. 

Then take advice from mCy ye giddy ihing^^ 

Te royal Milliners y ye apron" d Kings ; 

Toung men bewarcy and fhun our flipfry ways^ 

Study arithmeticy and burn your plays y 

Andyouy ye girlsy let not our tin/el train 

Enchant your eyes y and turn your madd'nmg brains 

Be timely wifcy for oh ! be Jure of this ! 

AJhop with virtue is the height of bltjs. 
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Scire, Deos quoniam propius contingis, oportct) 

Num quid de Dacis audifli ? 

Her. 
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Spoken by Mr. M O S S O P. 

CT^HE lave of news^ no'iJo grown the ruling fajjion^ 

In ev*ry age has been the general fajhim^ 
^fwas/o at Athens : — when in evil hour 
Ambition aim" d at univerfal powV ; 
When the jience man <3/Macedoq began 
Of a new monarchy to form the plan ; 
Each Greek (as famd Demofthenes relates) 
Politically mad I won!d rave of flat es ! 
And helfd toformy wherever the mob could meet^ 
A band of Senators in ev^ry Jlreet. 
What newSy what news ? was their eternal cry ; 
Is Philip^ri / thenfoar'd their fpirits high j 
Philip is well l-^dejeffion in each eye. 
Athenian co biers join' d in deep debate. 
While gold infecret undermined thejlate ; 
^iU Wifdom'^Urd the vulture's prey was made 5 
And the fword gleam' d in Aczdcmus' Jhade. 

Now modern Philips threaten this Our land. 
What/ay Bnt2Lnni2L*s/ons ? — along the Strand 
What news ? ye cry — with the fame pafjionfmit ; 
And there at leaft you rival attic wit. 
A Parliament of porters here fh all mufe 
Onftate affairs, ^^fwalVwing a taylor's news ;** 
For ways and means no Jiarv' d projeSlor fleeps i . 
And ev'ry fl)op fome mighty ftatefman keeps j 
He Britain's foes, like Bobadil, can kill ; 
' Supply tV ExcHEQiuER, andnegleSl his tilt. 
Jn ev'ry alehotife legi/lators meet 5 ^ 
And patriots fettle kingdoms in the Fleets 

*ToJhew thisphrenzy in its genuine light, 
A modern newfmonger appears to night ! 
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Tricl^d out from Addifon's accomplijh^dpage. 
Behold tV Upjiolftfrer ajcei^d^ thifia^. 

No Minifter/ucb trials e^er baihftood} 
He turns a Bankrupt /(?r tbefublk ^ood! 
Undone him/elf y yet full of England's ^lofy / 
jipolitician l—neither l^ig nor Tory / 
iw can ye high or low tbjs Quixote talli 
*^ He's Knigbt o* tV Sbire^ and refrefentsye all.** 

As for tbeBard, foyou be yields bispfan^ 
For well be knows, yos^re cajfi^ j^ffk^^yM «K» 
One only praije bf claims j np party Jlroif 
Here turns a public cbara&er tojokfif 
His Panacaea is for ail degrees ^ 
For all bave more or lefs of this ^fe^ft^ 
Whatever bis fuccefs, offbish^'sfur^^ 
There* s merit even to (^tempt th^ curt^ 

Dramatis PerfiMWg, 



QyiDNUNc, the UphyifTtr^ 


Miu Yat». ' 


Pamphlet, a Politicf^l tFrit^er^ 


M|i. QASL^im- 


Razor, a Barber^ 


MtU W00J[>WAfRD< 


Feebl]^, 


Mr. HhAj^^B. 


Bellmour, 


Mr. Packer. 


ROVEWELL, 


Mr. Usher. 


Codicil, a Serjeant at Law, 


Mr. Taswe^l, 


Brisk, 


Mr. Vernon. 


Watchman. 




W O M 


E N. 


Harriet, 


Mrs. Yates. 


Termagant, 


Mrs. Glive. 


Betty, 


Miss Cockayne. 
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SCENE B'ELLMour's Lodging. 

Enter Bellmour heating Brisk. 

Brisk. 

^^il. BdUmotir^ — let me die. Sir, — as I hopfc 
for mercy. Sir — 

BiLLMOim. 

Sirrah! itjgtie ! villain! — 111 teach yoti, I will, 
you rafcal, to'Q)eak irreverently of her I love. 

Brisk. 
As I am a finner. Sir, I oijy meant — 

Bellmour. 

Only meant ! you could not mean it, varlet, you 
^ad no meaning, booby. — 

Brisk. 
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Brisk. 

Why no. Sir, that's the very Wng, Sir, Ihedip 
pieaning. ^ 

Bellmour. 

\Then, firrah, TU make you know your meaning 
befbre you give a loofr to your tongue for the future. 

Brisk. 

Yes, Sir, to be fure. Sir, and yet upon my word 
if you would be but a little cool. Sir, you would find 
I am not much to blame. BeQdes^ mafter, you 
can't conceive the good it would do your health, if 
you would but keep your temper a little, 

Bellmour. 
Mighty well. Sir, give your advice* 

Brisk. 

Why really now this fame love hath metamor- 
f)hofed us both very ftrangely, mafter ; for to be free, 
here have we been at this work thefe fix weeks, ftark- 
ftaring mad in love with a couple of baggages not 
worth a groat : and yet. Heaven help us \ they have 
as much pride as comes to the fhare of a lady of 
quality before fhe has been caught in the faft with a 
handfome young fellow ; or indeed after fhe has been 
caught, for that matter^ 

Bellmour. 
You won't have done, rafcal ? 

Brisk. 
In fhort, my young miftrefs and her maid have as 

much 
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much pride and poverty as — as — no matter what, 
they have the devil and all, when at the fame time 
every body knows the old broken Upholfterer, Mifs 
Harriet's father, might give us all fie has in the 
world, "and not eat the Worfe pudding on a Sunday. 

BellMouR. * 

^^ Infolent, fcurrilous wretch ! detraA from that 

heaven of beauty ! Til reform your notions, I will, 
thoii profligate, abandoned, vile blafphemer ! 

, {Jiriking bim) 

^ BriskI. 

f Hold, hold. Sir 5 for mercy-fake, a little patience 1 

not fo hard. Sir. 

Enter Rovewell. 

ROVEWELL. 

Belimour, your fervant. What at loggerheads 
with my old friend Brifk ! 

Bellmour. 

t ^ Confufion ! Mr. Rovewell, your fervant. This 

e Is your doing, hang-dog.-— Jack Rgvewell, I am glad 

►f to fee thee, 

a 

a RoveWeLl. 

Brilk ufed to be a good fervant : he has not been 
deftroying the game, inftead of fpringing it for his 
mafter, hashe ? 

Bellmoxjr* 

Do you know, Rovewell, that he had the impu- 
s dence to talk detraftingly and prophanely of the idol 
l^ of my heart? 

Vol, II* M / Brisk. 
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Brisk. 

For which, Sir, I have fufFered in a moft inhuman 
and unchriftian-like nrianner> I affure you. Sir. 

. Bellmour. 

Will you leave prating, booby ? 

ROVEWELL. 

Well, but Bellmour, where does fhe live ? — Fm 
but juft arrived you know : don't grudge your friend 
a little intelligence r I may have occafion to b^at up 
her quarters. 

Bellmour. 
Beat up her quarters !— 

(looks at him, then half afide) 

' " Favours tq none j to all ihc fmiles extends, 
*^ Oft ihe rejefts, but never once offends." 

(ftands muftng) 

ROVEWEXL. 

Hey! what fallen into a. reverie! — Prithee, Brifl^ 
what does all this mean ? 

Brisk. 

Why, Sir, you muft know, I am overhead and 
ears in love. 

ROVEWELL. 

But I mean your matter j what ails him ? 

Brisk. 

That's the very thing I am going to tell you : ii 

Jfaid, 
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I faid. Sir, I am over head and ears in love with a 
whimfical, queer kind of an odd piece of affeftation 
here in the neighbourhood, and fo nothing can ferve 
my mafter, but he muft fall in love with the miftrefs. 
Look at him now. Sir. 

(fieilmour continues m^fing and talking to bimfelf) 

Rove WELL. 

Ha, ha, ha, — poor Bellmour, I pity thee with all 
myhc^rt—(Jirikes him on thejhoulder) 

^^ Ye Gods, annihilate both fpace and time,-— 
*' And make two lovers Ifappy.'* 

Bellmour. 

. My dear Rovewell, fuch a girl ! — ten thoufand 
Cupids play about her mouth, you rogue, 

Rovewell. 

Ten thoufand pounds had better play about her 
pocket ? What fortune has (he ? 

Brisk. 
Heaven help us, not much to crack of. — 

Bellmour. 

Not much to crack of, Mr. Brazen ! Prithee, 
Rovewell, how can you be fo ungenerous as to afk 
fuch a queftion ? You know I don't mind fortune, 
though by the way Ihe has an uncle who is deter- 
mined to fettle very handfomely upon her \ and on 
the ftrength of that expeftancy, does fhe give herfelf 
as many airs, as the moll finifliied coquette that ever 
fluttered in a fide box. 

Rovewell. 

Fortune not to be minded ! — 111 tell yoti what, 
M 2 Bell- 
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Bellmour, though you have a good one already, 
there's no kind of inconvenience in a little more. 
I'm furc if I had not minded fortune, I might hiave 
been in Jamaica flill, not worth a fugar-cane ; but 
the widow Molofles took a ftincy to mei heaven or 
^ worfe deftiny has taken a fancy to her : and fo, after 
ten years exile, and being turn'd adrift by my father, 
here I am again a warm planter, and a widower, moft 
-yvoefully tired of matrimony. But, my dear Bell- 
niour, we were both fo overjoyed to meet one ano-r 
ther yefterday evening, juft as I arrived in town, that 
I did not hear a fyllable from you of your love fit : 
how, when, and where did this happen ? 

Bellmour. 

* Oh ! by the moft fortunate accident that ever was^ 
ril tell thee, Rovewell : I was going one night from 
the tavern, about fix weeks ago ; I had been with a 
parcel of blades, whofe only joy is centered in their 
bottle, and 'faith till this accident I was a mere town- 
rake myfelf. But from that time I am grown a ne\r 
man. 

Rovewell, * 

Ay, a new man indeed ! — Who in the name of 
wonder would take thee, funk as thou art into a mu- 
fmg, moping, rnelancholy lover, for the gay CJiarles 
Pellmour, whom I knew in the Wcft-In^ie? ? 

]Bei,lmqur. 

Poh, the Weft Indies ! the objeft there was to kill 
time, you know. What could I do ? My father 
took n)e ^gainft my will from the Uqiverfity, and 
configned me over to the academic difcipline of ^ 
man of war i fo that to prevent a dejeftion of Ipirits, 
I was obliged to run iiito the oppofite extreme, as you 
yourfelf were wont to do, 

.JlovE« 
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ROVIWELL. 

Why, yes, I had my moments of refleftion ; 
thoughts werd uneafy, and 1 was glad to diflipatc 
them. You know I always told you there was fome-^ 
thing extraordinary in my ftory j and fo there is fti]|j 
I fuppofe it muft be cleared up in a few days. Vm 
m no hurry about it > I muft fee the town a little 
jhis evening, and have my frolick firft. But to the 
point, Bellmour -, you was going from the tavern 
you fay. V 

Bellmour. ■ 

Yes, Sir, about two in the morniiig^ and I per- 
ceived an unufual blaze in the air: I was in a 
rambling humour, and fo rcfolved to know what it 
was,. 

Brisk. 

J and my mafter went together. ^ 

BjELLMOUR. 

Oh ! Rovewell ! my better ftars ordain'd it to 
light me on to happinefs ; by furc attraftion led, I 
came to the very ftreet where a houfe was on fire : 
water-engines playing, flames afcending, all hurry, 
confufioa, and diftrefs i when on a fudden the voice 
of defpair, filver fweet, came thrilling down to my 
heart; poor dear, lovely angel, what canfliedo! 
pried the neighbours. Again ftie fcream'd, the fire 
gathering force, and gaining upon her every inftant. 
Here, ma'am, faid I, leap into my arms, Fll be fure 
to receive you j and wou'd you think it? down flic 
came, — my dear Rovewell, fuch a girl ! I caught 
her in my arms, you rogue, fafe, without harm. The 
dear naked Venus, juft rifen from her bed, my boy ! 
Hpr flender waift, Rovewell, the downy fmoothnefs 

of 



%6 THE Ul^HOLSTERER; 

of her whole perfon, and her limb^ ^^ harmonious, 
" fweird by Nature's fofteft hand." 

ROVBWEI^L. I . 

Raptures and FaradiTc ! — What Seri^Iio irt Co^ 
¥cnt Garden did you cai-ry her to ? 

pELLMOtJR. 

There ag^in now ! Do, prithee correft your way 
bf thinking : take a qUantiim fuffitit d( virtuous love^ 
and purify your ideas. Her lovely bafhfulhefs, her 
delicate fears, her beauty heightened and endeared 
by diftrefs, difpcrfed nriy wildeft thoughts, and 
irieked nie in tendehicfs and refpeft. 

ROVEWELL. 

But, Bellmour, furely Ihe has not the impudence 
to be modeft after you have had poffeffion of her 
perfon? 

Bellmour, 

My views are honourabje I a^ure you. Sir ; but 
lier father is abiurdly pofitive. The man's diftrafted 
about the balance of power, and will give his daugh- 
ter to none but a politician. When there was art 
execution in his houfc, he thought of nothing but 
the camp at Pyrna j and now he's a bankrupt, his 
head runs upon ways and meajis, and fchcmes for 
paying off the national debt : the affairs of Europe 
engrofs all his attention, while the diftreffes of his 
lovely daughter pafs unnoticed. 

Rovewbll* 
Ridiculous enough ! But why do you mind him ? 
Why don't you go to bed to the wench at once ? 
Take her into keeping, man. 

Bell- 
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How can you talk fo afFmntingly ? Have not I 
told you, though her father is ruin'd; that fhe has 
great expeftancies from a rieh relation ? 

ROVEWELL. 

' Then what do you ftand watering at the nnouth 
for ? If fhe is to have money enough to pay for her 
china, her gaming debts, her dogs, and her monkeys, 
marry her at once, if you needs muft be enfnar'd ; 
amufe yourfelf in a fool's paradife for a honey-moon, 
then come to yourfelf, wonder at what youVe done, 
^d mix with honcfl; fdlaw5 a Cany her off I 

fay, and never ftand; whining for tftie f^thfir*$ cgrif^t, 

B^uMoyj^. 

Carry her off! I like the fcixeoue^ will you affift 
me ? 

RovEwim. 

.No, no; there I beg tq be exQufed. I'lLhav^ 
no hand in that bufineS. My friend may marry if 
he will, but he lhall\nw^ fay that I helped to fallen 
the noofe. Dpn't yoy remember what the fatyrift 
fay5, — « Never marry while thert^'s a halter ta 
/^ be had for money, or a bridge to afford au cqu^ 
^ venient leapJ' 

Bellmour. 
Prithee leave fooling. 

ROVEWEU.. 

. I am in ferious earneft I affure you; Til drinti 
Vith you> game with you,. g;o.into any fchcmc or fro- 
ic with you, but wv matrimony. Nay, if you'll 

cgme 
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come to the tavern this evening, FU drink your mif- 
trefs's health in a buihperV but as to your conjugal 
firheme, I have nb relifti for that bufincfs. It is not 
my talent. I will ferve my friend with all my heart, 
but will do no mifchief. 

Bellmour. 

Well, well, rU take you at your word, and meet 
you at ten exaftly, at the fame place where we Ipent 
laft night ; then and there 111 let you know what 
further meafures I have concerted. , 

ROVEWELL. 

Till then, farewell ; a-propos, — do you know that 
IVc feen none of my relations yet ? 

Bellmour. 
J Time enough to-morrow. 

RoVEWELL. 

Ay, to-morrow will do, — well, your fervant. If 
you muft many, bon voyage ! lExif. 

Bellmour. 

Rovewell, yours, — Brifk do you come to me in 
piy ftudy, that I may give you a letter to Harriet ; 
and hark you Sir, — be fure you fee Harriet yourfelf, 
and let me have no meflages from that officious go- 
between, her maid, — Mrs. Termagant, I thi^k you 
call her. 

Brisk. 

^ Yes, Sir, Mrs. Termagant. You know by expe- 
rience that love fpies certain perfcftions in the ob- 
jeft of it's efteem, which nobody elfe can difcover, 

* ami 
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and I may poflibly be in the fame cafe with the maid, 
as you are with Mifs Harriet. 

Bellmour. 

Again taking liberties !-— Rafcal ! your Mrs. Ter- 
magant is the verieft blunderer that ever perverted 
the ufe of language. Another Mrs. Slipslop ! with 
an eternal fund of unintelligible jargon, and a med- 
ley of words, of which flic neither knows the mean- 
ing nor the pronunciation. Go, and order a coach. 

Brisk. 
Yes, Sir. — [Exif. 

Bellmour. 

ril write to Harriet this moment ; acquaint her 
with the fbft tumult of my defires, and, if poffible, 
make her mine this very night. 

•^ Love firft taught letters for fome wretch's aid, 
" Some banifli'd lover, or fome captive maid." 

[Exit. 

Scene the Upholsterer's House. 
^ Enter Harriet and Termagant. 

Termagent. 

Well, but Ma'am, he has made love to you fix 
weeks Juccejsfully ; he has been as conftant in his 
'moors poor gentleman, as if you had the Juhverfton 
of 'ftate to fettle upon him — and if he flips thro' 
your fingers, now Ma'am, you have nobody to depute 
it to but yourfelf. 

Harriet. 

My gracious ! how you run on !— I tell you, Ter- 
VoL. II. N raagant 
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magmt, mjT pride wsi3 touched, becaufe be feemed to 
prefume on his opulence, and my father's diftreffes. 

Termagant. 

La, Mife Harriet, how can you be U> pmidropjkal 
in your 'fimns ? 

Harriet. 

Well, but you know, though my father's afFairs 
are ruin'd, I am not m fo defperate a way ; confider, 
my uncle's fortune is no trifle,, and I think that pro- 
fpeft entitles me to give myfelf a few airs before I 
refign my perfon. 

Tbrmagent. . 
I grant ye. Ma'am, you have vefy good preten- 
fions ; but then it's waiting for xiead nneii's Ihaes : 
I'll venture to be perjur'd Mr. Mellmaur m^^v dif- 
dainCd an idear of your father's diftrefs. 

Harriet. . 
Suppofing that. 

Termagant. 
Suppofe, Ma'am — I know it difpuPaUy to be fb. 

Harriet. 

Indifputably I guefs you mean ; — but Fm tired of 
wrangling with you about words. 

Termagant. 

By my troth you're in the right on't ; — --^here's 
ne'er a Ihe in all Old England, (as your father calls 
it) is miftrefs offachpbijiologyy as I am. Incertain 
I am, as how you does not know nobody that puts 
their words together with fuch a curagi: zs myiclf. 

I once 
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J once lived mdi a mij$us, Ma'am^— wj/ftM^ /— (he 
xvas a lady j a great tallow-diaadler's wife ! andihe 
wore as fine cloaths as any perfon of quality, let her 
get up as early as fhe will ; and Ihe ufed to call me 
— Tannagant, %-» flie, what's th^ JigniJlcaU^n of 
fuch a word ? and I always told her ; 1 told her the 
importation of all my words, though I could not help 
laughing, Mifs Harriet, to fee fo fine a lady, fuch 
a downright ignoranimus. 

Harriet. 

Well, — but pray now, Tarmagant, would you 
have me dircftly upon bein^ afked the queftion, 
throw myfelf into the arms of a man ? 

Termagant. 

O'my CQnfcience you did throw yourfelf into his 
arms with fcarce a Ihift on, that's what you did, 

Harriet. 

Yes, but that was a leap in the dark, when there 
was no time to think of it. 

Termagant. 

Well, It does not fignify arpfyingy I wifli we were 
both warm in bed, you with Mr. Bellmour, and I 
with his coxcomb of a man \ inftead of being mi- 
nured here with an old crazy fool — axing your par- 
don. Ma'am, for calling your father fo — but he is 
a fool, and the worft of fools, with his policies j and 
his news, and his pamphlets, and his one fide of 
the queftion, and then t'other fide, when all the 
time his houfe is full oiftatues of bankreffy. 

Harriet. 

It is too true. Termagant 5 but he is my father 
N 2- Hill, 
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ftill, and I muft always think of him with rclpofl, 
with gratitude and love. 

Termagant. 

Love ! I Ihould not have though of that. He is 
an anecdote againft love. 

Harriet. 

Hufli ! here he comes. 

Termagant. 

No, it's your uncle Feeble. Poor gentleman, I 
pity's him, tzttn\\^vnt\i infirmaries y and yet always 
taking pains about a crack-brained politician, alking 
your pardon. Madam. 

Enter Feeble. 

Harriet. 
Well, uncle, have you been able to confole him ? 

Feeble. 

He wants no confolation child. Lackaday ! I am 
fo infirm I can hardly move. I found him tracing 
in the map. Prince Charles of Lorraine's paflage 
over the Rhine, and comparing it with Julius 
Cafar's. 

Termagant. 

An old blockhead ! I've no patience with him, 
with his fellows coming after him every hour in the 
day with news. Well now, I wifhes there was np 
fuch thing as a news-paper in the world, with fuch 
a pack of lies, and fuch a deal of good authority to 
day, and fuch flat contradiftion tomorrow, that 
there is no fuch a thing as believing a word they fay. 

Feeble. 



I 
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Feeble. 

Ay, there were three or four fhabby fellows with 
him when I went into his room. I can't get him ta 
think of appearing before the Commiffioners tomor- 
row, to dilclofe his effefts ; but I'll fend my neigh- 
bour Counfellor Codicil to him. Don't be de- 
jefted, Harriet ; my poor fitter, your mother, was 
a good woman j I love you for her fake, child, and 
all I am worth fhall be your's. But I muft be going ; 
I find myfelf very ill -, good night, Harriet, good 
night. lExit Feeble. 

Harriet. 

You'll give me leave to fee you to the door. Sir. 

lExk Harriet. 

Termagant. 

O' my confcience this maflier of mine within here, 
might have pick'd up his crumbs as well as Mn 
Feeble, if he had any Uear of his bufinefs. I'm furc 
if I had not hopes from Mr. Feeble, I fliould not 
tarry in this houfe. By my troth, if all who have 
nothing to fay the Yairs of the nation, would mind 
their own bufinefs ; and thofe who fliould take care 
of our yi/Vj, would mind their bufinefs too, I fancy 
poor Old England (as they call it) would fare the bet- 
ter among 'em. This old crazy pate within here ! 
playing the fool, when the man is paft his grand 
clytemnefier. {^Exii Termagant. 

Scene difcovers Quidnunc at a ^able^ with News^ 
Papers^ Pamphlets y fcfr. all around him. 

Quidnunc. 

Six and three is nine i fcven and four is eleven, 

and 
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and carry one. Let me fee, one hundred and 
twenty-fix million, one hundred and ninety-nine 
thouland, three hundred and twenty-eight : and all 
this with about — where, whereas the amount of the 
Ipecie? Here, here; with about fifteen million in 
ipecie, all this great circulation ! good, good ; why 
then how are we ruined? — how arc we ruined? 
What fays the land tax at four fhillings in the pound ? 

two million ! now whereas my new afleflhient ? 

here, here, the 5 th part of twenty, five in two 1 
can't, but five in twenty (faufes) right, four tm^s : 
why then upon my new afleffment there*s four mil- 
lion. How are we ruined ? What fays malt, 

cyder, and mum ? eleven and carry one, nought and 
go two-— good, good, malt, hops, cyder, and mum ; 
then there's the wine licence, and the gin aft. The 
gin acl is no bad article. If the people will Ihoot 
fire down their throats, why in a Chriftian country 
they fliould pay as dear as poflible for fuicide. Salt ! 
good ; fugar ! very good ; window lights ! good 
again ! ftamp duty ! that's not fo welU it will have 
a bad efi^eft upon news-papers, and we Ihan't have 
enough of politics. But there's the lottery : where's 

my new fcheme for a lottery ?- -Here it is Now 

for the amount of the whole : how are we ruined ? 
fcven and carry nought i nought and carry one. 



Enter Termagant. 
Termagant. 



Sir, Sir,— - 



Quidnunc 

^ Hold-your tongue, you baggage, you'll put me 
outi Nought and carry one. 
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TiRMAGANT* 

Counfellor Codkil will be witk yofu pr^eoilty.. 

QumNUNC. 

Prithee be quiet, nfomaiu Haw arc we fuiacd ? 

TzRAfeAOAirr. 

Ay, Fm confidsus zs mm jtma raafjp draik jKxaAK 
for your own ruination. 

Quidnunc. 

Ruin the nation ! — hold your tongue, you jade, 
I am raifing the fupplies within the year. How 
many did I carry ? 

Termagant. 
Ye^, youVe carried your pigs to a fine market. 

Quidnunc. 

Get out of the room, hufley ; you trollops you 
jade, you baggage, get out of the room. 

[turns her out. 

Enter Kazok, with a Shaving Bafon in his Hand. 

Quidnunc. 

Friend Razor, I am glad to fee thee. Well, haft 
got any news ? 

Razor. 

A budget ! I left a gentleman half (haved in my 
fliop over the way; it came into my head of a fud- 
den, fo I could not be at eafe tiQ I told you. 

Quid- 
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Quidnunc. 

That's kind, that's kind, friend Razor : never 
mind the gentleman, he can wait. 

Razor* 
Yes, £0 he can, he can wait. 

Quidnunc. 
Conie> now let's hear, what is it i 



Razor. 
I fhav'd a great man's butler to dajr. 


Did ye? 




Quidnunc 


Idid. 




Ra2or. 


Ayr 




Quidnunc 


Very true. 




Razor. 

(both fiake their heads) 


What did he 


fay 


Quidnunc 

? 



Razor, 

Nothing. 

Quidnunc. 
Hum — how did he look ? 



Razor. 
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Razor. 
Full of thought. 

QUIPNUKC. 

Ayl full of thought ! What can that mean ? 

RASSdR. 

Itmuftmeattlbrtitthihg. 0ariHgatmb9fifer) 

Mayhap fomebody may be going 6\it bf phrtcc. 

RAibk. 

Like ehow : theit is alwajrk Jbitifc^Shihg at the 
bottom v;rhen a gi'eat rti^*s feiitler looks grave; 
Things can't hold out in this Jnanner, mafter Quid- 
nunc ! — Luxury will be the ruin of us all, it will 
iRdM.— KiitgdbiWsri&^aridlM! (fiarss^bm) 

Quidnunc (Jfarh^ 'at Rator^) 

So they do. — tliey rife ahd fall like the Stocks. 
—Here to-day, gone to-morrow. Pity ! great 
pity! 

Razor. 
Yes, yes 5 the more the pity, {hotb jland mufing) 

Quidnunc 
Pray, friend Razor, do you find bufmefs as cur- 
rent now as before the i|^ar ? 

Razor. 
No, no : J have not ifltd* a wig the Lord knows 
Vol, II, O when 
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when. I can't mind it for thinking of my poor 
country. 

Quidnunc. 
That's generous^ friend Razor. 

Razor. 

Yes, I can't gi'my mind to any thing for thinking 
of my country. When I was in Bedlam, it was the 
fame j I cou'd think of nothing elfe in Bedlam, bu 
poor Old England, and fo they faid as how I was 
incurable for it. • , 

Quidnunc 

Ay ! and fo they laugh at all virtue, and true pa- 
triotifm. They might as well fay the fame of me. 

Razor. 

So they might. Well, your Jfervant, JMr. Quid- 
nunc, ril go now and fhave the reft of the gentle- 
man's face. — Poor Old England ! , 

{Jigbs and Jbakes bis bead going% 

Quidnunc. 

But hark ye, friend Razor, afk the gentleman i 
he has got any news. 

Razor. 
I will— I will. . 

Quidnunc. ^ 

And d'ye hear, come and tell me if he has. 

Razor. 

I will, I will — poor Old England ! (going, returns) 
O, Mr. Quidnunc, I want to alk you — pray ^ow — 

Enur 
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Enter Termaoant. 

Termagant. 

My ftars ! O gemini ! Are you m^d ? How 
can a man have fo little difference tor his cuftomers ? 

Quidnunc* 
I tell you, Mrs. Malapert— - 

Termagant. 

And I tell you, the gentleman keeps fiich a baw- 
ling yonder j for fhame, Mr. Razor j you'll be a 
bankrupper like my matter, with fuch a houfe full of 
children as you have, pretty little things — that's 
what you will. 

Razor. 

I'm a coming, I'm a coming, Mr3. Termagant — 
I fay, Mr. Quidnunc, I can't fleep ' in my bed for 
thinking what will become of the rroteftants, if the 
Papifts fhould get the better in the prefent war. 

Quidnunc. • 

I'll tell you — The geographer of our coffee-houfe 
was faying the other day, that there is an huge traft 
of land about the Pole, where the Proteftants may 
retire, and that the Papifts will never be able to beat 
'em thence, if the Northern Powers hold together, 
and the Grand Turk make a diverfion in their fa- 
vour. 

Razor. 
That makes me eafy — I'm glad the Proteftants 
will know where to go, if the Papifts fhau'd get the 
better, (going returns) Oh! Mr. Quidnunc- —h^rk'ye 
—India Bonds arc rifen. 

O 2 Quid- 

790879 l\ 
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QuiDNimc. 
Are they? — how ntuich? 

Ra2;or. 

A Jew Pedlar faid in my (hop as how they arc 
rifen three fixteenths. 

Quidnunc. 
Why thea that makes ibmc amends for the price 
of corn. 

Razor. 

So it does, fo it doe&f if the]^ bfut hojid' ypi wd 
the Proteftants know where to go, I fhall tlien hav^ 
a night's reft mayhap. Poor Old England ! 

[Exit Razor. 

(^IDJiyNC* 

I 0iaU never b^ rightly eafy tiU th.Ojfe csureening 
whar& a( Gibrakair ai:e.rcpiUred. 

Tbiim^agant. 

A fiddle fo;: you dwarf s^ in^ptir your n^*d for- 
lune, do that. 

QvipJfUNC. 

If only one ihip can heave down at a time> there 
win be no end of it — and then, why ftibulil \vatering 
be fo tedious there ? ^ 

^ TERMAGANT. 

; Look where your daughter comes, and yet ypp*ll 
ht ruinating about Give-a-h^lter, while that poor 
thing is breaking her heart. ' 

Enter 
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Enfer Harriet. 

•* QUIDNITNC. 

It's one comfort, however, they can always haire 
frefh provifions in th<i Mediterranean. 

Harriet. 

Dear papa, what'3 th^e Mediterranean to people in 
wrfixuatipn? 

QjflDNUKC. 

Tte Mediterranean, child ? Why if we Ihoiild 
Lofe the Mediterranean, we're all undone. 

Harriet. 

Dear Sir, that's our niis&itune ; we are undone 
ikea4y. 

Quidnunc • 

No, no, — here, child 5 I have raifed the fupplies 
within the year. 

Termagant. 
I tell you, you're a lunadic man. 

Quidnunc. 

Yes, yes, I'm a lunatic to be fure™ I tell you, 
Harriet, I have favcd a great ^eal out of my affiiirs 
for you. ' . . 

Harriet. 

For Heav'n fake, Sir, don't do that : you muft 
give up every thing; my uncle Feeble's lawyer will 
1^ here to talk with you upon that fubjcft. 
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QCIDNUNC. 

Poh, poh, I tell you, I know what I am about. 
You fhall have my books and pamphlets, and all the 
manifeftoes of the powers at war. 

Harriet. 
And {6 make me a politician. Sir ? 

■ ~ ' Quidnunc. 

It would be the pride of my heart to find I had 
got a politician in petticoats. A female Machiavel ! 
S'bodikins, you might then know as much as moft 
people that talk in cofFce-houfes ; and who knows 
but in time you might be a Maid of Honour, or 
Sweeper of the Mall, or — 

Harriet. . 

Dear Sir, don't I fee what you have got by po^ 
Ktics ? 

Quidnunc 

Plhaw ! my country's of more confequence to me j 
and let me tell you, you can't think too much of your 
country in thefe worft of times; for Mv. Monitor 
has told us, that affairs in the North, and the Protc- 
ftant intereft, begin to grow ticklijb. 

Termagant. 

And your daughtep^s affairs are vciy ticklifli. 
Poor jhing to be in {uch jeopardy. ^ 

Harriet. 
Prithee Termagant — 

Termagant. . 
Nay, I muft fpeak to him— I know you arc 
in a ticklijb fituation, Ma'am* 

Quid- 
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QuiDNimc. 
I tell you. Trull-— 

Termagant. 

But I am conviftcd it is fo — and the pofture of 
my affairs is very ticklifh too*; and fo for my part I 
imprecate that Mr. Bellmour may come, krid — -"^ " 

Quidnunc. 

Mr. Bellmour come! I tell you, Mrs. Impu- 
dence, that my daughter fliall never be married to a 
man, that has not better notions of the balance of 
power. 

Termagant. 

: But what purvifionmW you make for -her how, 
with. your balances ? 

Quidnunc 

There again now !-^— Why do you think I don't 
know what I'm about ? I'll look in the papers for 
a match for you, child 3 there's often good matches 
advertifed in the papers. Evil betide it, evil betide 
it ! — I once thought to have a ftruck a great ftroike, 
that would have aftonifhed all Europe. — I thought 
to have married my daughter to Theodore King of 
Corfrca. 

Harriet. 
What, and have me periih in a jail. Sir ! 



Quidnunc. 

S'hodikins my daughter would have had htlr Co- 
ronation Day 5 I Ihould have been allied to a crowned 
head,f"and been First Loud of the Treasury of 

CoR' 
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Corsica! — But come,-— now FlI go and talk over 
the London Evenings tiUl the XSazette comes in. I 
Ihan^t fleep to-night unlefs I iee the Gaaxfte. 

Enter Sbejxant Codicil. 

Codicil. 

Mr. Quidnunc^ your fervant. YoUr ftreet rfow 
was open, and I entered upon the premifes. 1 am juft 
come from the great hall of Pleas. 

Quidnunc. 

This man is cork to keep me st home. What 
from the Hall at this late hour in the evening ? 

Gomcit,. 

Yes ; afternoon fittings have detained me. ' Upon 
my word Mifs Harriet is as pretty a ydutig lady as a 
man would defire to have and to hold. Ma*am your 
moft obedient j I have drawn my friend Fceble's 
will, in which youjiave all his good^ andxhattles, 
lands> tenements and hereditaments. 

Harriet. 
I diank you. Sir, for the informatioiL 

Codicil. 

And I hope foon to draw your marriage fcttfc^ 
ment for my, friend Mr. Bellmour. 

Harriet. 

Hufh, dear Sir; not a word of that before my fa- 
ther. I wUh you'd try. Sir, to get him to think of 
his a£^rs. 
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Codicil. 

Why yes, I have inftruftions for that purpofe. Mr. 
Quidnunc, I am inftrudlied to expound the law to 
youi 

Quidnunc. 
What, the law of nations ?- Termagant, get out 
of the room ; Harriet, leave me with this gentleilian 
s^— 1 fay. Termagant, begone and leave me. Leave 
me this moment, {puts them both out) 

CoDICILi 

i aril inftrufted. Sir, that you're a bankrupt; quaji 
hancus ruptus; banque route f aire. And my inftruc- 
tions fay further, that you, are fummoned to appear* 
brfore the Commiffioners to-morrowi 

^ Quidnunc. 

That may be. Sir, but I can't go to-morrow, and 
fo I Ihall fend 'em word. I am to be to-morrow at 
Slaughter's coffee-houfe with a private committee, 
about bufinefs of great confequence to the affairs of 
Europe* 

Codicil. 

Then, Sir, if you don't go, I mufl: mftrudl you, 
that you'll be guilty of a felony : it will be deem'd 
to be done malo animo j it is held fo in the Books 9 
and what fays the Statute ? By the 5th George ad^ 
Ctfp. 2fi. Not furrendering pr imbezzling is raony 
without; benefit of Clergy. 

Quidnunc 
Ay,— -you tell me news. 

Vol* IL ? Codi- 
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Codicil. 

Give me leave. Sir, — I am inftruftcd to expound 
the law to youj felony is thus defcribed la the 
Books J felonidy faith Hofoman, de verbis feudalibus, 
Jtgnificat capitate f acinus y a capital offence. 

Quidnunc. 
You tell me news> you do indeed. 

Codicil. 

It wtis fo apprehended by the Goths and the Lon- 
gobardsy and what faith Sir Edward Coke ? Fieri 
debeat fellio animo. 

Quidnunc. 

You've told me news : I did not know it was fe- 
lony ; but if the Flanders mail fhould come in while 
I am there, I fhall know nothing at all of it. 

Codicil. 

But why fhould you be uneafy ? Cui bono, Mr. 
Quidnunc, cui bono ? 

Quidnunc. 

Not uneafy ! If the Papifls fliould beat the Pro- 
teflants in the prefent war. 

CoDitiL. 

But I tell you, thev can get no advantage of us^. 
The laws againfl the further growth of Popery will 
fecure us. There are provifoes in favour of PVotef- 
tant purchafers under Papifts — loth Geo. I cap. 4, 
and 6th Geo« II. cap. 5* 

Quid- 
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QUIDNUKC. 

Ay! 

Codicil, 

And befides, Popilh recufaftts catt't carry ^rms, 
fo can have no right of conqueft, vi Gsf armis. 

Quidnunc. 
That's true ; that's true i Vm eafier in ray mind- 

Codicil. 

To be fure : what are you uneafy about ? The Pa- 
pifts can have no claim to Silefia. 

QulDNUWC. 

Can't they ? 

Codicil. 

No, they can fet up no claim. If the Qyeen on 
her marriage had put all her lands into Hotchpot, then 
indeed — and it feemeth, faith Littleton^ that this 
word Hotchpot is in Englilh a Pudding. 

Quidnunc^. 

You reafon very clearly, Mr, Codicil, upon . the 
rights of the powers at war, and fo now if you will, 
I am ready to talk a little of my affairs. 

Codicil. 

Nor does the matter reft here ; for how can (he 
fet ^p a claim, when fhe has made a conveyance to 
the Houfe of Brandenburgh ? The law, Mr. Quid-^ 
nunc, is very fevere againft fraudent conveyances.™ 

P 2 Quid* 
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Quidnunc. 
S'bodikins; you have fatisfied me. 

Codicil. 

Why therefore then, if he will levy fines and fufFer 
a common recovery, he can bequeath it a^ he likes in 
feodum ftmplexy provided he takes care to put in fes 
fleres. 

Quidnunc 

Fm heartily glad of it j fo that with regard to my 

cffefts-r-- 

CODICIL. 

Why then fuppofe Jhe was tq bring it to a trial at 
l^ar — 

Quidnunc. 

I fay with regard to thef full difclofure of my cf- 
fefts— T 

Codicil. 

What wou'd fhe get by that ? At common law 
Jhe would have no chance, and as to equity— 

Quidnunc. 

Pray, muft I now furrender my bQoks and my 
pamphlets ? 

^ODICIL. 

What wou'd Equity do for her ? Equity can't rer 
lieve her ; flie might be kept at lead twenty years 
before a Mafter to fettle the account. 
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Quidnunc. 

You have made me eafy about the Proteftants in 
this war, you have indeed; (6 that with regard to 
my appearing before the Commiflioners — 

Codicil. ' 

And as to the Ban cf the Emfire^ he may demur tp 
that. For all Tenures by Knight's Service are abo- 
Jiflied, and the Statute 1 2 Char. II. has declared all 
lands to be held in Common Socage. 

Quidnunc. 

To the point, Mr. Sei^eant. Why will you 
ramble thus ? I want to hear about my own affairs. 
To the point. Is there no way of compelling the 
creditors to grant my certificate ? 

Codicil. 

Why therefore then, if they're held in Common So- 
cage, I fubmit it to the Court, whether the Empire 
can have any claim to Knighfs Service ? They can't 
call upon him for a fingle man for the war. 

Quidnunc. 
But I fay as to my certificate. 

Codicil. 

They can't demand Unum Homlnem adGuerram 5-— 
for what i§ Common Socage?— Socagium idem eft quod 
Servitiumjode, the fervice of the plough. 

Quidnunc. 

J tfU you I am willing to attend the Conlmif- 

fioners. 
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Coners. But pray now, — It is of great confequence 
to me to know this point. I fay, Mr. Serjeant — 

Codicil. 
A nuniber of cafes may be cited-— ' 

Quidnunc. 

. Truce with your cafes. I fay, when my certificate 
is figned, may not I then — Hey ! {ftarting up) hey! 
— What do I hear ? 

Codicil. 

I apprehend, J humbly conceive, when your cer- 
tificate is figned — 

Quidnunc 

Hold your tongue, man — did not I hear the Gt* 
zctte ? 

Newsman. ( within ) 
Great news in the London Gazette. 

Quidnunc 

Yes, yes it is — it is the Gazette^^-Termagant, 
Termagant ; I fay. Termagant j where is the jade ? 
Stop the Newfman ; he is going by now ; Terma- 
gant, I fay. {ftands bawling at the fide of thefcene) 

Codicil. 
The law in that cafe, Mr. Quidnunc, prima facii^ 

Quidnunc 

I can't hear you now ; I have not time. Terma- 
gant, run, fly, make hafte i get me the Gazette ; 
bring it diredlly, (ftamping violently) 

Co^ 
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Codicil. 
1 fay it is held in the Books — 

Quidnunc. 

I care for no Books j | want the Papers — 

(Jtamping) 

CoDica, 

It is held throughout the Books^ that your certi- 
ficate, if not obtained by fraud — 

Quidnunc 

You flian't defraud me of my Newfpapen Where 
is it ? Bring it this moment. 

Enter Termagant, 

Termagant, 
What do ypu keep fuch a bawling for ? 

Codicil, 

Non compos, that's his cafe. Mr. Quidnunc* 
your politicks — 

Quidnunc. 

Mr. Seijeant, your Cafes, and your Statutes, and 
your mufty old Books — 

Codicil. 
Bo! as mad as any man in Bedlam. Have you 
no fuch thing as a (trait waiflcoat in the houfe ? 

Quidnunc. 
Give me the news, I fay* 

CODI- 
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Codicil. 

There again ! His friends^ inftead of a commif- 
lion of bankrupts, fhould take out a comniiflion of 
lunacy. [^Exit. 

Termagant. 
He is an old Don ^uickfet fure enough. Thc^ 
Newfoian fays as how the Eniperor of Moloceo i» 
dead. 

Quidnunc. 
The Emperor of Morocco ! 

Termagant. 
Yes, him. 

Quidnunc 

The Emperor of Morocco had a regard for the 
Balance of Europe, (Jtgbs) well, well, coiner cOfhe^ 
give me the Paper. 

Termagant. 
The Newfman would not truft, becaufe youVe a 
bankruppery and fo I paid two-pence halfpenny fo« 
it. 

Quidnunc* 
Let me fee j let me fee. 

TtRMAOANT. 

Give me the money firft. {running from him) 

Quidnunc 
Give it me this inftant, you jadcj {efter her) 
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TERMAGANTk 

Give mc the money, I fay* {^from him) 

QtriDNUNCi 

I'll teach you, 1 will you baggage* ( c^fter her) 

Termagant. 

i won't part with it till I have the money. 

(from him) 

QjJIDNUNG. 

rU give you nt) money, huffey. ((^fier her) 

Termagant. 

VoUr daughter fhall marry Mr. Bellmouf. 

{Jrom hir/t) 

QlJtDNUNd. 

1^11 never accede to the treaty. {^after her)/ 

Termagant. 
Goj you old fooL (from him) 

QuiDNlfNCi 

You vile minx, worfe than the Whore of Babyloni 

{after her) 

Termagant* 

Therej you old crack'd brain politic ! there*syour 
P^per for you* ( throws it down and exit* 

QuiDNuil<ii {fitting down. ) 

. Oh ! Heavens ! — I am quite out of breath* A 
^^<ie, a vile baggage, to keep my news from me. 
V ot, IL Q^ ^ What 
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What does it fay? {Reads very f aft) " Whereas a 
^Vcommiflion of bankrupt is awarded and iffued 
** forth againft Abraham Quidnunc> of the paurifli of 
^* St. Martin in the Fields, Upholfterer, Dealer, and 
*' Chapman, the faid Bankrupt is hereby required 
*' to furrender himfelf." Po, what fignifies this 
ftuff ? I don't mind myfelf, when the balance of 
power is concerned. However, 1 ihall be read of 
in the fame paper, in the London Gazette, by the 
powers abroad j together with the Pope, and the 
French King, and the Mogul, and all of 'em. Good, 
good, very good! here's a pow'r of news,— -let me 
lee, {reads) " Letters from the Vice Admiral, dated 
Tyger, off Calcutta."— -(»«//«^i to himfelf vety ea- 
gerly) Oddlheart, thoie' baggages will interrupt me, 
I hear their tongues a-going, clack, clack, clack ; 
I'll run into my clofet, and lock myfelf up. A 
vixen ! a trollop ! to want money from me, when 
I may have occafion to buy The State of the Sinking 
Fund, or Faftion Detefted, or The Barrier Treaty, 
— or — and befides, how could the jade tell but to- 
morrow wc may have a Gazette Extraordinary ? 

[Exit. 



End of the FIRST ACT. 
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iflac 

^^ ACT the SECOND. 

= tb ^r«»e /i>/ Upholstirer's House. 

^ ^ Enter Quidnunc. 

J ^1 Quidnunc. 

Tj TXr^^^^' ^^^^^* w^^^^ ^s h^ ?™Where's Mr. 
^' ' W Pamphlet ?~Mr. Pamphlet !~Termagant, 
*^ Mr. a — a — Termagant, Harriet; Termagant, you 
rile minx^ you faucy — 



TDLl 



Enter Termagant. 
Termagant. • 



rhe 
kin* 
PSTT Here's a racket indeed ! 

Quidnunc. 

^' Whereas Mr. Pamphlet ? You baggage, if he's 

gone — 

Termagant. 

Did not I intimidate that he's in the next room ? • 
Why fure the man's out of his wits. 

Quidnunc 

Shew him in here then. I would not mifs feeing 
Him for the difcovery of the North-Eaft paflage. 

Termagant. 

Go you old Gemini Gomini ! 

[Exit Termagant. 

Q^2 QjSj^io- 
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Quidnunc. 

Shew him in I fay. I had rather fee hirn than th 
whole ftate of the Peace at Utrecht y or * the Paris jP 
la-mainy or th? Votes, or the Minutes, or — Here h^i 
comes, the beft political writer of the age. 

Enter Pamphlet, 

(With a furtout eoaty a muffy along campaign wig ou^ 
of curly and a pair of black garters y buckled under th^ 
knees.) 

Quidnunc. 

Mr. Pamphlet, I am heartily glad to fee you 3 a« 
glad as if you were an exprefs from the Groyn, or 
from Berlin, of Zcll> or from Calcutta over land, or 
from — 

Pamphlet, 
Mr. Quidnunc, your fervant. I am come from a 
place of great importance. . 

Quidnunc 
ILook ye there now ! -Well, where, where ? 

Pamphi^et, 
Are we alone ? 

Quidnunc. 

Stay, ftay, till I (hut the door. Now, now, where 
do yoy comq from ? 

. Pamphlet, 
From the Court of Requefts. 

(laying afide his furtout coat) 

QuiD" 



Or, WHAT NEWS? 117 

Quidnunc. 

The Court of Requcfts I (whi/jpers) Are they up ? 

Pamphmt, 
JHot work. 

Quidnunc. 
Debates arifing may be ? 

Pamphlet. 
Yes^ and like to fit late. 

Quidnunc. 
What are they upon ? 

Pamphlet^ 
Can't fay. 

Quidnnnc. 
What carried you thither ? 

Pamphlet. 
I went in hopes of being taken up. 

Quidnunc. 
^ liOokye there now. {Jhaking bis bead) 

Pamphlet, 
I have been aiming at it thefe three years. 

Quidnunc. 
Indeed ! {Jiaring at bim) 

PaM-: 
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Pamphlet. 
Indeed : fedition is the only thing an author can 
live by now. Time has been I could turn a penny 
by an earthquake ; or live upon a jail- diftemper j or 
dine upon a bloody murder ; but now that's all over; 
nothing will do now but roafting a Minifter ; or tell^ 
ing the people that they are ruined ( wbifpers ) ; the 
people of England are never fo happy as when you 
tell 'em they are ruined. 

Quidnunc. 
Yes, but they an't ruined : I have a fcheme for 
paying off the national debt. 

Pamphlet. 

Let me fee it ; let me fee. {puts on bis fpeitacks) 
Well enough ! well imagined,— -a new thought this 9 
I muft make this my own. {afide) Silly, futile, abfurd, 
abominable, this will never do — I'll put it in my 
pocket, and read it over in the mprning for you. 
Now look you here -, I'll fhew you a fcheme {rum- 
tnagittg his pockets) no that's not it — that's my Con- 
duft of the Miniftry, by a Country Gentleman — I 
proved the nation undone here ; this fold hugely — 
and here now, here's my anfwer to it, by a Noble 
Lord i — this did not move among the trade. 

Quidnunc. 
What, do you write on both fides ? 

Pamphlet. 
Yes, both fides, I have two hands Mr, Quid- 
nunc, always impartial, ambo -dexter. — Now here, 
here's my Pedication to a Great Man — t^ touched 

twenty 
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twenty for this ! and here, here's my libel upon 

him. 

Quidnunc. 
What, after being obliged to him ? 

Pamphlet* 

Yc% for that reafon : it excites curiofity. White^ 
wajh and W^ball, Mr. Quidnunc I intitrmkqMefmr 
ratus — no thriving without it. 

QUIDNUNC. 

What have you here in this pocket ? 

{prying eagerly^ 

Pamphlet. 

That*s my accoijnt wi$h Jacob Zorobabel, the 
Brewer, for writing paragraphs to raife or tumble 
the ftocks, or the price of lottery tickets, according 
to his purpofes. 

Quidnunc. 
Ay, how do you do that ? 

Pamphlet. 

As thus, — To day the Proteftant interefl: declines, 
Madrafs is taken, and England's undone ; then all 
the long faces in the AU^y look as difmal as a blank, 
and fo Jacob buys away and thrives upon our ruin. 
— Then to-morrow, we're all alive and merry again, 
Pondicherry's taken ; a certain Northern Potentate 
will fhortly ftrike a blow, to aftonifli all Europe, 
and then every true born Englilhman is willing to 
buy a lottery ticket for twenty or thirty (hillings 
more than it is worth ; fo Jacob fells away, and 
teaps the fruit of our fuccefs* 

Quio- 



1 
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Quidnunc. 

What> will the people believe that now ? 

Pamphlet. 

Believe it ! — believe any thing; no fwallow \i^c:e 
a true born Englifhman's : a man in a quart bottle, 
or a viftory, it's all one to them, — they give a gulp, 
and down jt goes, — glib, glib> they, fwallow alL 

Quidnunc,' 
Yes, but they an*t at the bottom of things* 

Pamphlet. 
No, not they j they dabble a little, but can't dive* 

Quidnunc* 

Pray now, Mr. Pamplet, what do you think a^ 
our fituation ? 

Pamphlet. 

Bad, Sir, bad, and how can it be better ? — -the 
people in power never fend to me, never confult rhe j 
it muft be bad. Now here, hfere, (goes to bis looje 
€oat) here's a manufcript ! — this will do the buGnefs, . 
a maftcr-piece ! I fhall be taken upon up for this. 

Quidnunc. 
Shall ye ? 

Pamphlet* 
As fure as a gun I (liall. I know the Bookfeller^'s 
a rogue;, a;nd will give up his author. 

Quig- 
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Quidnunc* 

But pray now what (hall you get by being taken 
Up? 

pAMPHLEt. 

ril tell yx}\x—{wbi/pers) in order to make me hold 
tny tongue^ 

Q^lDNl/Nd* 

Ay, but you won't hold your tongue for all that* 

Pamphlet, 

No) no, not i jot the more for that : abufe them 
the next day* 

QUIDNUNC. 

Well, 1 wlih you fuccefs. But do you hear no 
tocws ? Have you fcen the Gazette ? 

pAMPHLEt. 

Yes, iVe fcen it. Great news, Mr. Quidnunc : 
but harkye !— -(wi&j^^j) and kifs hands next week. 

(Each in deep ibcagbt witbaut lodking at the other.) 

QUIDNUNC. 

Ay! 

Pamphlet* 

, Certain* 

Nothing permanent in this world* 

VoL.IL R Pam- 
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Pamphlut* 

• All ia vanity* 

QjTIDNUNC* 

Ups and downs* 

Pamphlet* 
tns and otits. 

Quidnunc* 
Wheels within WhecU. 

Pamphlet* 
No fmoak without fire* 

Quidnunc* 

Air« well that end^ well. 

PAMPHtJET. 
It will laft ow tinle. 

Ql^IDNUNC, 

Whojever live* tQ fee it| will kiuwv tttorc df* tie 
matter* 

Pamphlet* ? 

Time will tell all* / 

QjJIDNUNC* 

Ay, we muft leave all to the determination • 
time* Mr. Pamphlet* Vm heartily obliged to yc 
for this vifit : I love you better than any n\an 
England. To think the fame of the Commonwea 
is th; trueft and beft foundation of friendfhip. 

P^ 
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Pamfhlit. 

And fot my part> Mr- Q^idfiuac^ i Idv^you brtter 
than I do England itfelf. 

That's kind^ that's kind : th«r% is nothing J t^uld 
not dop Mr, Pamphlet^ to fcrve you. 

Pamphlet, 

Mr, Quidnunc, I know ftu area man of integrity 
Hind honour} Ikndw/ouarei aW now flncSe we have 
opened ogr hearts, there is a thiiifo Mr* Qjjid»unr> 
in which you can ferve me. You know. Sir, this is 
in the fullnefs of our heartSi-^^-you know you have 
my note for a trifle. Hard dealing with aflignet>>—- 
now, coylcl not you, to ferve a friend, coUld not 
yqu throw that note into the ftre ? 

QjTDKU^rC, 

How ! but would that be honeft ? 

jPAMPHLEt. 

Leave that t6 me : a refin'd ftroke of policy: 
papers have been deftroyed in aU governments. 

Q^mNUNc, 

So they have : it (hall be done ; it will be poli- 
tical J it will indeed. It will ballance accounts be-* 
tween-tis. But now that I hnrve mentioned a biBJdnce 
of accounts, pray, Mn Pamphlet, what do you. tal* 
to bj the true political ballance of powa* ? 

Pamphlet, 
What do I take to be the ballance of power ? 

R Z Quid- 
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Quidnunc, 

Ay; what do you take to be the ballance of 
power? 

Pamphlet. 

The ballance of power : what do I take to be thd 
ballance of power ? Th^ ballance of power {Jhuts 
bis eyes ) what do I take to be the ballance of power \ 

Quidnunc. 

The ballance of power, I take to be, when the 
Court of Aldermen fits. 

Pamphlet. 
\' No, no, no fuch thing: wide of the mark. 

Quidnunc. 
Yes;, yes, I am right : the l^ird in the eye. 

Pamphlet. 

No, no : the ballance of power is,, when the foun^ 
dations of government and the fuperftruftures arc 
natural. 

Quidnunc. 
How do yQu mean natural 9 

Paaiphlet, 

Pmhec be quiet man ; this is the language. The 
ballance of power is, when the fuperftruftures arc 
reduced' to proper, ballance^, or when the ballances 
are npt reduced to ynnatural fuperftruftures. 

QuipNUNC. 

That wqn't ^\ I differ j with fybmimon I differ : 

I take 
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I take the ballanpe of power to be, when the fortifi- 
cations of Dunquerque are demolifli'd. 

(Both in apaffim and walking about.) 

Pamphlet. 
But I tell you, Mr, Quidnunc — 

Quidnunc. 
I fay, ^Jr, P^mphlet.-H^» ' ' ^ 

Pamphlet^ 
Jfcar.,me, Mr. Quidnunc. ^ ^ 

Quidnunc. 
Give irie le^ve, Mr. Pamphlet. 

Pamphlet. 
I muft obfcrve, Sir,-:-T 

Quidnunc* 
I am convinced Sir, thatr-?- 

Pai^phlet* 
That the bajlance of power— ^ 

Quidnunc. 
Thfit the fortifications of Dunquerque-*^'^ 

?AMPHj.ET. {making towards the door^ and C^m- 
svnc following him) 

Pcpends upon the ballances ^nd the Ibpex^ruc- 

jures--- 
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QglbNUNC« 

Conftitutc the true political equilibrium. 

Pamphlbt. 
Nor will I convcrfc with a man — 

Quidnunc. 
And, Sir, I never ciefire to fee your face, — 

Pamphlbt.- 
Of fuch anti-conftitutional principles. — 

QglDNUNCr 

Nor the face of any ip^n who is fuch a Frcnchnr 
in his heart, and has fgth notions bf the ballaiice 
powcn [^Excun 

Quidnunc, ire^entering) 

Ay, I have found him out: fuch abominal 
principles ! I never defire to converfe with a 
nian of his notions; no, never While I live. 1 
does not think of the conftitution as I do : I ¥ 
have no connexion with a fAWi of his charaften- 

Re-enter Pamphlbt, 

Pamphlet. 
Mr, Quidnunc, one word. Sir, if you pleafe, 

Qjjidnunc, 
Sfr, I never defire to fee your face. 

Pamphlet. 
My property, Mr, Quidnunc ; I flian't leave i 
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property in the houfe of a bankrupt, (iwijiing bis, 
bandkercbief round bis 4r*i) A, filly, empty, incom- 

Wockhea4> Mr, Pamphlet? 

A i|If9f)4i«44 i;q uif me ;bw, when I have yot? fo 
much in my power. 

Quidnunc. 
In your power! 

Pamphlet. 
In my power. Sir : it's in my power to hang you. 

Quidnunc^ 
To hang me ! 

Pamphlet. 

Yes, Sir j to hang yotu {drawing an bis coat) Did 
^ot yo(u pr9ppfe, but this moment^ did not you de^ 
Arc me to cpmbiae and confederate to burn a note, 
9Ad defraud your creditors I 

Quidnunc^ 
I defire it ! 

pAMPHtET. 

Yes> Mr. (^idnunc, but I fhall detcd you to the 
woiid. I'll give your chara£tcr.rr-TYoy fhall have a 
fixpenny touch next week. 

Fhbit et ivjiffus ttdd cantahitur urbe. 

[£;vi; PampWrtf 
Quid-* 
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QjJIDNUNC. '^ 

Mercy on mc ! there's the efFc^Ek of his anti-coi<- 
fKtutional principles ! The fpirit of his whole jjarty j 
I never deare to exch^gje another word with him» 

Enter Termagant. ^ 

Termagant. 
' Here's a pother indeed ! — did you call me ? 

Quidnunc. 

No, you trollop, no* 

1- 

Termagant. 
Will you go to bed ? 



Quidnunc. 
No, no, no, no, — I tell you, no. 



> 4 



Termagant, 



Better go to reft, Sir; I heard a doftor of phyfic 
(ay as how, when a man is paft his grand VnMM*— 
what the deuce makes me forget my word ? — his 
grand crime-byfteric^ no, no, that*s not it — dytemnefter 
ay, that's it : when a man is paft his grand clytem^ 
nejier^ qothing is fo good to aflift nature as reft, and 
the non-naturals. 

Quidnunc. 

Hold your prating: I'll not go to bed; FU ftep 
to my brother Feeble ; I want to have fome talk with 
him, and I'll go to him direftly. [Exit Quidnunc, 

Termagant. 

Go thy ways for an old hocus-pocus of a ncwf- 

mongef 
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monger— You'll have g6od luck if you find your 
dau^ter here wh<*n you cohfie back : Mr. Bellmour 
win be here in the intrimy and if he does not earfy 
her off/ why chen I fhali tliink him a mere (hilly 
fhdSf feller; and by my troth I fliatt>think him as 
bad a politijhing as yourfelf.— Welj^ as I live and 
breath, I wonders what the dicken^ the^rHan fees in 
thefe newfpapers, to be for ever /^^/V^?/^<:/ with them. 
Let me fee one of them, to try if I can weftigate any 
thingr— {tidtes the newfpaf& and reads') - 

" Yefterday af noon arrived at his lodgings in 
" ?aU mall, John Stukely, Efq; for the remainder 
" of the winter feafon." 

Where the devil hiis the man been? — who knows 
him, or cares a minikin pin about him ? He niay 
go to Jeriif ht> for what \ care?, , : I 

" The fame (iay Mr. William Tabby, an eminent 
•^ man-milliner, was married to Mifs Minikin, 
" daughter of Mn Minikin, a confiderable haber- 
^^ dafher in Bearbinder-lane." 

What the dickens is this to me ? Can't Mifs Mi- 
nikin and her Man-milliner go to bed, and hold their 
tongues ? Why muft* they kifs and tell ? 

*' By advices from F/V?/^;/^— this isfvlicies now — 
{reads lo berjelf) — " and promifcs a general peace." 
— ^Why can't that rhake the old curmudgeon happy ? 
" By letters from Paris''— ^this. is mort policies'— 
{reads to her/elf) ** and all feenis tending tp a ge- 
" neral rupture.** — What the devil does the feller 
mean ? — Did not he tell me this moment theire was 
to be a peace ? and now its bloody news again ! To 
go to tell me fuch an impudent lye to my face ! 

" At the Academy in Effex-ftreet, Grown People 
*' are taught to dance." 

Grown People are taught to dance ! I likes that 
well enough j I Aould like to be betterer in nriy danc- 
ing. I likes the fgerre of 2i minute as well as ^figerre 
in fptech {dances andfings) \ but fuch trumfry as the 
Vol. II. S news 
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news is> with Kings, and Cheefemongers, and Bir 
Ihops, and HigkwarmoHj and Ladies Prayer-Books, 
and Lap -Dogs, and the Domodary and CamonUUy 
and Ambafladors, and Hcur-Cutters, all higgledy 
: piggledy together. As I hope for marcyy 11! never 
read another paper. And I wifhes old Quidnunc 
would do the fame. If the man. would do as I do, 
there would be fome fcnfe in it. If, inftead of his 
policies, he would manure his mind like me, and read 
good altars, and improve himfelf in fine langidge, and 
bombajl, znd polite accollijbments 

[Exit fining and dancing. 
Scene the STREET. 
Enter Bellmour, Kovz^zvl, and Brisk. 

Bellmour. 

Women ever were, and qver will be fantaftic 
beings, vain, capricious, and fond of mifchicf. 

Brisk. 
Well argued, matter. 

RovEWELL. ifwgs) 

Deceit is in every woman. 

But none in a bumper can be, my brave boys^ 

But none in a bumper can be. 

Bellmour. 

To be infulted thus, with fuch a contemptuous 
anfwer to a meflage of fuch tender import ! (he 
might methinks at Icaft have treated me with good 
. manners^ if not with a more grateful return. 

Rove- 
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ROVEWELL. 

Confufion to her manners ! let us go and drink 
t'other bumper to drown forrow. 

Bellmour. 

I'll ftiake off her fetters : 1 will Brilk, this very 
night I will. 

Brisk. 

That's right, mafter, and let her know we have 
found her out, and as the poet fays. 
She that will not when Jhe mayy 
Wbenjhe will, jhejhall have nay,* Matter. 



c< 



Bellmour. 

Very true, Briik, very true; the ingratitude of it 
touches to the quick. My dear RoveweU, only 
come and fee me take a final leave. 

RoVEWELL. 

No, truly, not I: none of your virtuous minxes 
forme. I'll fet you down there, if you've a mind to 
play the fool. I know flie'U melt you 'with a tear, 
and make a puppy of you with a fmile, and fo Til 
not be witnefs to it. 

Bellmour. 

You're quite miftaken, I aflure you : you (hall fee 
mc moft manfully upbraid her with her ingratitude, 
and with more joy than a fugitive galley flave, efcape 
from the oar to which I have been chain'd. 

Brisk. 

Matter, Matter, now's our time, for look by the 
S 2 ' glim- 
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glimmering of yonder lamp, who comes along by the 
fide of the wall. 

. Bellmour. 

Her father, by all that's lucky; my dear Rove- 
well, let us drive ofF. 

' ROVEWELL. 

No, rU fpcak a good word to him for you. 

Bellmour. 

Not for the world ; prithee come along. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter Quidnukc, with a dark lantbom. 

Quidnunc. 

If the Grand Turk (hould a<9:ually commence 
open hoftility, and the Houfe-bug Tartars make a 
dircrfion upon the frontiers, why then it's my opi- 
nion, time will difcover to us a great deal more of 
the matter. 

Watch, (within) 
Paft eleven o'clock, a cloudy night. 

Quidnunc 
Hey ! paft eleven o'clock ! 'Sbodikms, my bro- 
ther Feeble will be gone to bed : but he ihan't fleep 
till I have fome chat with him. Hark'ye watch- 
man, watchrhan. 

Enter Watchan. 

Watch. 
Call, mafter ! 

Quid- 
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Quidnunc. 

Ay, ftep hither, ftep hither : have you heard nnj 
news ? 

Watch. . 
News, matter ! 

Quidnunc. 
Ay, about the Pruffians or the Ruflians ? 

Watch. 
Ruffians, matter! 

Quidnunc. 
Yes ; or the movements in Pomcrania ? 

Watch,, 

La, matter, I know nothing—poor gentleman--^ 
(pointing to bis head) Good night to you matter — 
Patt eleven o'clock. \Exii Watchman. 

Quidnunc. 

That man now has a place under the government, 
and you fee how guarded he is. The difcretion of 
office ! His mouth is padlockt. Not a word : he 
won't fpcak. But I am lofing time, {knocks at the 
door) Hazy weather {looking up) ; the wind's fix'd 
in that quarter^ and we ftian't have any mails this 
week to come. Come about good wind, dp^ cqiqc 
about. 

Enter Bbttv.^ 

Betty. 

La, Sir, is it you ? 

Quid* 
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QUXDHUNC. 

Is your mafter at home^ Mrs. Betty ? 

Betty, 
Gone to bed. Sir. 

Quidnunc. 
Well, well, m ftep up to him> 

Betty. 
Muft not difturb him for the world. Sir. 

Quidnunc. 
Bulinefs of the utmoft importance. 

Betty. 
Pray confider. Sir, my mafter an*t well. 

Quidnunc. 

Prithee be quiet, woman; I muft fee him. 

[Exeta 

Scene 4 Room in Feeble's House. 

£jtier Feeble in bis nigbt-gQwn^ 

Feeble. 

I was juft ftcpping into bed j blefs my heart, wh 
can this man want ? — I know his voice : I hope \ 
new misfortune brings him at this hour. 

Quif)NUNC. {within) 

Hold your tongue you foolifli hufley, — he'll 
glad to fee me.— Brother Feeble,-- Brother Feebl 

Feebi 
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Feeble* 
What can be the matter ? 

Enter Quidnunc^ 

Quidnunc. 

Brother Feeble, I give you joy. The Nabob'# 
demolifh'd. (Jings) " Britons ftrikc home, re- 
« venge," &c. 

Feeble. 

Lackaday, Nfr. Quidnunc, how can you ferve me 
thus ? 

QuipNUNC. 

Suraja Dowla \% no more. 

Feeble. 
Poor man ! he's ftark flaring mad. 

Quidnunc. 

. Our men diverted themfelves with killing their 
bullocks and their camels, till they diflodged the 
enemy from the odtagon, and the counterfcarp, and 
the bunglo. 

Feeble. 

rU hear the reft to-morrow morning. OK! I'm 
ready to die. 

Quidnunc. , 

Odiheart man be of good chear. The new Na- 
bob Jaffier Ally Cawn has acceded to a treaty j and 
the Englifh Company have got all their rights in the 
Phirmaud and the Hulhbulhoorums. 

Feeble 
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Feeble, 

But dear heart, Mr. (Quidnunc, wKy am I to 
difturb*d for this ? 

QuibNltNC. 

We had but two Seapoys killed^ three Cholqe] 
four Gaul- walls, zmd two Zemidars. (J?»ff*r) "B 
•* tons neveT ftiall be (lives r * ^ 

Feeble. 

Would not to-morrow morning, do as well i 
this? ..... 

Quidnunc* 

Light up your windows, man^ light up your vfi 
dows. Chandernagore is takeii; * - 

Feeble* 
Well, well, Tm glad of it. Good night, (goihg 

QuibNUNfc. 
Here, here*s the Gazette. 

Feeble. 
Oh, I fhall certainly faint, (^ts down) 

Quidnunc. 
Ay, ay, fit down : FU read it to you. (reads) m 
don't run away — I've more news to tell you, ther 
an account from Williamfburgh in America. T 
Superintendant of Indian afFairs--- 

Feeble. 
Dear Sir, dear Sir, — (avoiding him) 

Qcri 
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Quidnunc. 

tias fettled matters with the Cherokees^— (7^/- 
hwiiig him) 

Feebl*. 
Enough, enough^— (<w;^«K»f bim) ., 

QgnxNVMC. 

In the fame manner he did before with the Gata^ 
bawSh (jtfttrbim) 

.' 
Feeble., 

Well, well, your fcrvantw— (^(?«i him) 

Quidnunc. 
So that the back inhabitahts— (^^ bim) 

Feeble^ 

I wifh you would let me be a quiet inhabitant in 
my own houfc* 

Quidnunc* 

So that the back inhabitants will now be fecured 
by the Cherokees and the Catabaws* 

Feeble. 

You'd better go home, and think of appearing 
brfore the Gommiffioners* 

^ QuiDNUNCi 

Go home ! no, no, V\\ go and talk the matter 
over at our cofFce-houfci 

Vol. IL T Feeble. 
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Feeble. 
bo fo>dof6^. 

Quidnunc, (resuming) 

Mr. Feeble, — I had a difpute about the balance 
of power. — Pray ttow can yo>u tell—- 

REMtE. 

1 know iibtliJftg of t^ mattfer. 

Quidnunc. 

Well, another time will ^o for that — I have a 
great deal tb fay a*»i!rt that (fi^Aarf, Yitiirfis) .%lrt, I 
had like to have forgot, there's an erratum in the 
laft Gazette. 

Feeble. 
With all my heart. 

Quidnunc. 

Page 3, line i, col. i, and j, for iom^s read 
horns. 

FEBBkLflg. 

Read what you will. 

QUIONVNC. 

Nay, but that alters theifetife,^0ia4aidw* WcH, 
now your fervant. If I hear any more news Til 
come and tell you. 

Feeble.. . 

For Heaven's fake no more. 

.?♦■■',■ 
Quii>-' 



I 
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QuiOHUHC. 

I -11 i>c with you before youVc out of youir firft 

deep. ■ ' 

Feeble. 
Good-night, good-night. {Runs of. 

Quidnunc. 

I forgot to tell you : the Emperor of Morocco is 
dead. Brother Feeble, do you hear ? {iawh through 
the key-hole) The Enmperor of Morocco is dead. So, 
now'I have niade him happy, FU go to our coffee - 
houfc, aad make tiicm all happy thtKe. (Jf^S^) 
" Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves"-- ^- 

JExit. 

Scene a Street : a Jhably houfe in firnnty with a barber's 
poky and the windows lighted up. 

Eater Qyip^yfic. 

Q^iDNurfc. 

Ha ! friend Razor ! He is a good fubjedt, a true 
Englifh heart. He makes a right ufe of a rejoicing 
night. Our viftories are not thrown away upon 
him. Who knows but he may havp heard flf^pre 
intelligence ? (knocks at the door) 

Razoji. {looking out pftk^ 'ivindow) 

Razor. 



Anan ! 
Friend Razor. 



QjJiPNUNC. 

T '% Razor^ 
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Razor. 

My Matter Quidnunc ! Vm rejoicing for the 
news. Will you partake of a pipe ? I'll open the 
door, 

QuiDNUNQ, 

Not now, friend Razor. 

Razor. 
I've fomething to tell you ; I'll come down. 

Quidnunc 
This may be worth ftaying for : what can he have 
heard ! 

Enter Razor, in a capj a pipe in his mouthy and a tan ^ 
hard in bis hand^ 

Razor, 
Say, here's to you. Matter Quidnunc, 

Quidnunc. 

What have you heard ? What have you heard ? 

Razor, 

The Confumers of Oats are to meet next week, 

QuipNUNC, 

Thofe Confumers of Oats have been meeting any 
time thefe ten years to my knowledge^ and I never 
could find what they are about, 

Razor, 

Things an't right, I fear: its enough to pull dpwn 
^ body's fpiritsrf^- (drinks) 

No, 



my 
rer 
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Quidnunc. 
No, nothing to fear., 1 can tell you fome good 
news. A certain great Potentate has not heard high 
mafs the Lord knows when. 

Razor. 

That puts a body in fpirits again, (drinks) Here, 
drink no wooden Ihoes. 

Quidnunc. 

With all my heart (drinks) Good liquor this, 

Mafter Ra^on of a cold night. 

Razor. 

Yes, I put a quartern of Britifh brandy in my 
beer. Whu !— Do you know what a rebel my wife 
is? • 

QuIDNu^<c. 
Arebell 

Razor. 

Ay, a rebel — I earned nineteen-pence halfpenny^ 
to-day, and Ihe wanted to lay out all that great fum 
upon the children. Whu — but I bought thofc 
candles for the good of my country, to rejoice with 
as a body may fay, a little Virginy for my pipe, and 
this fyp of hot, Whu, Bitter cold. 

Quidnunc, 

Ay, youVe an honeft man, and if every body 
were like you and me, what a nation we fliould be ! 

Razor, 

Very true ! (Jhakes ki^ head) 

Quid- 
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Quidnunc. 

I can give you,the Ga25Cttc ta read. 

Razor. 

- Can you ! a thoufand thanks. I'll take it hoin( 
to you when I have done. — {drinks and ftaggers) 

^ Quidnunc. 

Friend Razor, you begin to be a little in for't. 

Razor. 
Yes, I have a whirligigg of a head. But a bod] 
fhou'd take a cheering glafe fometimes for the goo< 
of one's country. 

Well, I (hall be at home in half an hour !-^- 
Hark'yc. 

Razor. 

Anan! 

Quidnunc. 

I have made a rare difco very. Florida will b 
Rble to fupply Jamaica with peet for their winter 
firiogs. I had it from a deep politician. 

Razor. 

Ay ! I am glad the poor people of Jamaica wjl 
have Florida peet- to burn. They may now have 
little firing in the winter. I don't know what th 
news is, but I have been rejoicing for the good c 
my country. I'll go and read the Gazette, to fee 
Jittle what it's about. After all is faid and done^ ( 
'i'are Old England ! {^go^s into his houJ$) 

♦• 

QnlD 
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QuiDKVHt. 

Ay ! rare Old England 1 ftrong enough ftill for 
all our enemies ; we fhati't fee' a bankrupt nation yet, 
mM diliffeidtlie J66iiifert^4 ir/^ nc^go^nd fee trho 
H ^ M 0iir 09^e4ioufey ^ind difcufs poims with <mt 
political club, [ExiL / 

Scene the Up*KM-stERi^R's House. 

I don't know iii^at to fay Mr; Belimour. !t k 
difficult to fefufe you. A heart touched as mine has 
been, cannot eafily refolvc to give you a moment's 
uneafinefs. Andyetyour pr<^falf— r 

BiELLi«IOtJR% 

it is a isar and i^aoiirabie pi^Of^ofal^ It ^rings 
fettn-cftceinandtru^ afFeftian. You cannot doiibc 
my honour. 

Harriet. 
No, Mr. Bellmour : to formian ill opinion of you 
kimpoSible: but yo^i may judge otherwifeof me. 
'What will be your fentiment hereafter, Ihould I now 
ht wanting in that duty, which I owe my father ? 

Bellmour. - 

You have promifed me your hand. Tour father 
unreafonably withholds jt. To all his juft co^ 
inaflds you owe obedience : buc when the whims And 
©Sdities of a wild difordered imagination hWe rib 
other tendency than to involve you in the niin, 
which has unhappily befallen himfelf, why muft you 

be 



144 THE UPHOLSTERER; 

be a facrificc to his humours ? And why muft I be 
rendered miferable, Harriet ? » . 

Harriet. . ,, / ,,\ , . 

But then, to comply with your Iblicitations, fod 
leave my father in a fcenc of trouble and misfpr-^ 
tunc — 

Bellmour. 
It will be the means of making his misfortunes 
lighter. In his moments of refleadon he will feel 
with pleafure that his condudt has not prevented 
your happinefs. You will then have the means of 
behaving to him with gratitude a^ generoficy. - 

Harriet. 
But my uncle Feeble what will he fay ? 

Bellmour. 

Y'ou may depend upon his ^^probation. I will 
be anfwerable for it : a coach is now waitings at the 
end of the ftreet to receive you. Harriet, will you' 
rcfufe me your hand ? 

Harriet. 

Muft I give it ? I don't know what to fay. Why 
don't you take it ? 

EnUr Termagant. 

Termagant. 

Undone, undone ! Oh ! my ftars, I am all over 
in fuch a tribulation. The old ncwfmqhger is corn- 
ins:.. 
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Bellmour. 
Diftraftion ! — what brings him here fo foon ? 

Termagant. 

Oh ! Mri BcUmc^uri this overpowers tne qiiite, 
\Vhat can I fay to him ? 

Termagant. 

The devil is in it t this is fuch a crofs acdidcnt. 

I am at my wit's end. No ; that's not true ileithef . 

I have iti FU tell you what to do. DoWt frujirah 

yourfelf, ma'am. Away, Mr. Bellmour, into that 

room. He never -avill find you out. Away, fly 

Mr. Bellmour. Do\ you ftay, Mifs Harriet, and 

talk to the old gentleman* When you have feen 

hinfi^ and wifhed him a good night, you niay flip 

down ftairs, and fo make the befl: of your way to the 

coach at the end of the ftreetr---! fliall find fome 

nonfenfe news for the old politician, and when I get 

him to bed, Mr* Bellmour may follow you, madam* 

Why don't you go, Mr. Bellmour ? You are enough 

to ruin a body. 

Bellmour^ 

1 am gone, I'll be governed by you* [Ekif. 

Harriet. 

Oh! Tenrtagant, I fliall never be able to go 
through this bufinefs : my ftrength fails me. 

Termagant. 

Have eourage, madam. I hear him coming. 
Let mc fee : have I nothing in my pocket to amufc 
him ? Yes, yes i this will do ; never fear, Mifs 
Harriet. Now let the old walking Gazette come as 
foon 'as he will. I am ready for him, I warrant me. 

Vol. II. U Enter 
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Enter Quidnunc. 

Quidnunc, 
Fy upon It, fy upon it ! All the cofFee-houfes 
(hut up, Harriet, wh^t makes yoru out of bed at 
this late hour ? 

Termacant, 

A rejoicing mght> Sir : but this love QC\itf coun- 
try does not , agree much with her. She 13 quite 
fick for the good of Old England^-^ — ^Spe^k lo him, 
madam* 

Harriet. 

1 am frightea€?d out of my wits> Tentiagant, I 
ihall faint* 

Quidnunc, 

It is well we have not a fen^e Parliament* Late 
debates would be too miwch for herfpimsw (^tto 
reft> Harriet > get to bed* 

Harriet* 
I wifh you a good night. Sir. [Exit. 

Termagant, (going with her) 
This will do purely, ma'am. 

Quidnunc 

Where is my Salmon's Gazetteer y and my maps of^ 
the world ? I mull fee all thele places before I lleep. 
They are in that room> I believe. 

{gmg towards the dovr) 

Termagant, {retwrning) 
What is he about now ? — Sir, Sir, Sir^— Here has 
^ been 
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been Mr.— I forget his name — He that writei let- 
ters in the news-papers about paying off the National 
debt— Mr. Ruin, Sir- - he has been here, and he 
defires you'll read his new project, and give hinn 
your thoughts about it. 

Quidnunc, 
Give me the paper i let me fee it. 

Termagant. 

The deuce fetch it. Here is fomething that fo 
catches and hitches in my pocket. There, there it 
is. (gives him the faper^ and drops a letter^ Had 
not you better go and read it in bed. Sir ? Bed is 
a pure place for thinking. 

Quidnunc 

So it is Termagant. Go and lock the ftrcet door^ 
and then — 

Termagant. , 

Yes, Sir, Til be with you in an inftant. And 
fo now I fhall get Mifs Harriet clear off--- \Exit. 

Quidnunc. 

Po ! the foolifh jade ! this is an old paper. Hey; what 
have we here ? \takes up a letter) How, how is this ? 
" Tb Mifs Harriet ^idnunc.'* Let me fee ; let me 
fee. {reads eagerly) — " My deareft Harriet — no longer in 
" Jujpence— given you every proof— conjlancy and love 
« — ^your happinef 5— '-father^ s ohfiinacf^-^ — Here's a 

" villain for you— -convey ^ou to a family'^ Will 

you fo ? — '^^ and there you may remain in perfelffecu^ 
" ri/y, till you refign your perfon to the arms of your 
" eternal admirer— Bellrtiour'' — So, fo ! This is as 
good as a ftatc paper : here is Machiavel at work t 
Why daughter Harriet^ where is ftie ? Harriet I 
, U 2 fay 
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fay (bawls violently) A Plot ! A Conlpiracy ! Gun- 
powder Treafon ! Robbeiy ! Murder ! 

Enter Termagant, 

Termagant, 
Law, Sir, what is the matter nqw ? 

Quidnunc. 
I have found you out, traitrefs. Here is Mr, 
Bellmour's letter. Rob me of my daughter ! where 
is Harriet? Search the houfe; call the watch; 
alarm the neighbours -, I'll go and rquzc the whole 
world. [£xi/. 

Termagant. 

I am all over in fbch a quandary. Dear rnc ! 
what ftiall I do ? 

Bellmour. (peeping in) 
Blundering bufy-body ! you have marr'd all. This 
is ypur doing. What poffeffed you to give him 
that letter ? , 

Termagant. 

I did not do it on purpofe ; as I hope for mercy, I 
did not. Don't be angry with me. Sir, • {cries) 

Bellmour. 
Why do you fcreem fo ? Is the wonian crazy ? 

Termagant, 

I did not go for to give it him; {cries) I would 
have feen him gibbeted firft. I found the letter in 
my miilrefs's bed-chamber, and my Curiosity did 
jcnakc mc peep into it. Say§ my Curiosity, " Now 

" Tcr- 
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** Termagant you may gratify yourfelf by finding 
*' out the contents of that letter; which you have 
" had fuch a plaguy itching for/* My Curiosity 
did fay fo ; and then I own my refpeft for my 
miftrefs did fay to me, " HufTey, how dare you to 
^ meddle with what does not belong to you ? Keep 
^* your diftance, and let your miftrefs's fecrets 
*' alone." And then upon that in comes my un- 
lucky Curiosity again, " Read it, I tell you, Ter- 
** magant ; a woman of Spirit Ihould know every 
" thing/*-— Let it alone, you jade," fays my Re- 

fpeft; " its as much as your place is worth/' 

^* What fignifications a place with an old bankrup- 
" per ?" fays my Curiosity, " there's more places 
" than one; and fo read it, I tell you. Termagant" — 
And I did fo. {cries bitterly) I did read it, what 
could I do. Heaven help me? I did read it; I dpn't 
go to deny it, I don't, I don't. — 

(cries very bitterly) 

Bellmour. 
Hufh; have you a mind to ruin me ? 

Termagant. 

And after I had read it, thinks me I, I'll give it 
fafe into Mifs Harriet's own hand, and her crazy old 
father fhan't fee it ; and fo as my ill ftars would 
have it, as I was giving him a newfpaper, I rui^ my 
kand full into the lyon's mouth, {cries) 

A loud rap at the door^ 

Bellmour, 

There, there; you have routed the neighbour- 
liopd, and I fl^all 'be deteded. 

Qum* 



I 
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Quidnunc, (within) 
Bring him along » bring the villain in. 

Bellmour. 

Death and diftraftion! our whole fchenv 
l^iin'd, 

EnSer Quidnunc, leading Harriet. 

Quidnunc^ 

Walk in, ^Jezabelj I have caught you. I 
that traitor this way. 

Termagant, 

Oh ! noy dear, young miftrcfs. (taking ber b 
hand) 

Quidnunc. 

Let me fee the plunderer, that would rob m 
my daughter. 

Watchman, {within) 
Ay> ay f . this way. Sin 

Razor, {within) 

Rob my mafter Quidnunc ! fecure him i kr 
him down. 

Enter Razor and Watchmen, leading in Rovew 

Watchman, 
We have him faft ; now who are you ? 

Ra3 
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Razor* 
j/Vy, who are you ? Whence come you ? 

Quidnunc. 

Away with him to the round-houfe. FU go with 
him : I may meet a Parliament-man in the round- 
houfe to tell me fome news* What bulinefs have 
you with my daughter? 

ROVEWELL, 

Wounds ! if your daughter will walk the ftreets 
at this late hour» a gentleman has ar^ht to conddcr 
her as fair game. 

Bbllmovh. 

Rovewell, was this well done ? What unlucky 
planet fent you this way ? 

Quidnunc. 

How ! Bellmour here ! the enemy in my v^ry 
camp. 

Bellmour. 

I am no enemy. Sir. My dcfigns are honourable^ 
You fee I fcorn to conceal myfelf. 

Quidnunc. 

I fee you do : a bold-faced ruffian ! Here, feize 
*ein both. I charge them both. Away with tAem. 

Razor. 

Put 'eiri both in irons i handcuff 'em ; fccure 'em 
this moment. 

Bell- 
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Bellmour. 

Don't frighten the lady : here is my fword : I fur- 
tcndcr. 

RAzok., (Jirips of his coat) 

^ Lay hold of that traitor^ {attacking Rovewell] 
Seilze him ; bind him faft. 

ROVEWELL. 

Daftards I villains ! ftand off. 

Razor. 

Fall on him neighbours ; that's right ; now Wc 
have him* [Rovewell is JeizeL 

ROVEWELL. 

Rafcals, you have overpower'd me. 

Razor, 

Vi(5lory ! — I have conquered, (pits on his coat\ 
Here, Mafter Quidnunc, I have brought yoii bad 
the Gazette. 

Termagant. 

I believes as fure as any thing that he is a high 
'Warenian^ and as how it was he that robbed the mail 

Quidnunc. 

Rob the mail, and ftop all the news ! fearch him 
lie may have the letters belonging to the mail in hi 
pocket. Here, here ; here's a letten What is it 
{reads) " To Mr. Abraham Quidnunc." How 
how i5 this ? {opens and reads) — " Tour dutiful Jan 
John ^idnunc'^ Quidnunc ! is that your name ? 

Rovb 



\ 
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Rove WELL. 

Quidnunc is my name. Sir, and RovewcU was but 
dTumed i a travelling title. 

Quidnunc. 
And are you my fon ? 

Razor . (looking at him) 

Oh ! my dear Sir ; it is he, {embraces him, and 
fowders him all ever) it is he fure enough— I re- 
member the mole on his check. 1 Ihaved his firft 
beard. 

Quidnunc 
What, juft returned from the Weft Indies ? 

ROVEWELL. ' 

Even fo, and the owner of a rich plantation* 

Quidnunc. 

By being a great politician, I fuppofe. 

Rovewell. 
By marrying a planter's widow. I have now for- 
tune fufficient to afford you. Sir, the comforts and 
enjoyments of life. 

Razor. 

This is true joy, Youll let Razor fliave you, I 
liope, maftcr. 

Rovewell. 

Honeft Razor, I fhan't forget you* This is a 
lucky difcovery. I have both ability and inclina- 
tion, Sir, to convince you that I know and feel the 

Vol. IL X duty 
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duty I owe to a father, I fliall now atone for the ir- 
regularities of my youth. JSdimour, give me your 
hand. He is an honeft fellow. Sir, and if you will 
beftow my fitter upon him, you will add to the joy 
of this uncxpefted meeting, 

QUIPNUNC. 

Why, I think it will make a good paragraph in 
the papers. 

TfillMAOANT, 

There, Madam, (akint your perfon tp him. 

Rove WELL, 

What do you helitatc, Bellmour ? Here, take 
her^ man ; take her at once. I hope to know her 
better, and to find that fhe is worthy of fo honeft a, 
fellow. 

Quidnunc. 

Pray now, what are the Spaniards doing in the 
Bay of Honduras ? 

ROVEWELL, 

Truce with politicks for the prefent, if yop pleafe^^ 
Sir. We will think of our own affairs, before wex 
concern ourfelves about the ballance pf power. 

Razor, 

With all rny heart : I am pure happy now. 

Come, Mafter Quidnunc, now with news have don^r4 
Blfci'd in your wealth, your daughter and your fon- 
May difcord ceafe ^ fiidion no more be feen ; 
Be high and U^Ho for Country, King, and Qjjien, 
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ACT the FIRST. 

Inter Mrs. Harlow and Mi/s Harlow. 
Mrs. Harlow. 

Y dear fxfter> let me tell you — 

Mifs Harlow. 

, my dear fifter, let me tell you it is in vain ; 
in fay nothing that will have any efFcft^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 
: if you won't hear me; only hear me. 

Mifs Harlow. 

? ma'am, I know you love to hear yourfelf 
nd fo pleafe yourfelf j talk on at your ufual 
f your fancy fo inclines you j but I nave taken 
folution, and nothing fhall alter iu 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I yet, upon due rcfleftion your mind may 

Mili 
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Mifs Harrow* 
Never, (ifl:er> never* 

Mrs. HarloW* 

You can't be fure of th«> fiftflT 5 when yoif hatS 
coitfidcred every thilig— *- 

Mifs Harlow* 
Upon noeonlidwatio!!* 

Mrs* Harlow* 

You don*t know how that may be t rcctolledt^ 
fitter, that you are no chicken t you are not now 
in that iprightly feafon of Kfe^ when giddinefs and 
folly are excufable, nay becoming* Your age, fifter— ? 

Mifs Harlow. 
Age, nna'am— f 

Mrs. HarloW. 

Do but hear me, fitter ; do but hear mCi A pct^ 
fon of your years — 

Mifs Marilow. 
My years> fitter ! — Upon ray word^-** 

Mrs* Harlow* 
Nay* no offence, fitter—-^ 

Mifs HaRloa^i** 

But there is offe«ce, im*am t t don't tinderftahd 
what you mean by it. Always thwarting me with my" 
years ; my years, indeed 1 when perhaps, ma'am^ 
if I was to die of old age, fome folks might feav^ 
fea£»n to look about them* 
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Mrs. Hahlow, 

She feels it, I fee — oh ! how I delight in morti- 
fying her — (^^(?)-*— fiftcr, if I did not love you, I 
am fure I Ihould not talk to you in this manner. 
But how can you make fo unkind a return as to 
alarm me about myfcif ? — In fome fixteen or eighteen 
years after you, to be fure, I own I fliali begin ta 
think of making my will. How could you be fu 
fevcre?— - 

Mifs Harlow, 

Some fixteen or eighteen years, ma'am! — if you 
you would own the truth, n>a*am,— I believe ma*am, 
1— you would not find, ma*am, that the diiparity, 
ma'am, is not /o very great, ma'am— ^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 

iWell ! I vow pafllon becomes you inordinately ; 
It blends a few rofes with the lillies of your check, 
und— - 

Mifs Harlow, 

And though you are married to my brother, ma'am, 
I would have you to know, ma'am, that you are not 
thereby any way authorifed, to take unbecom- 
ing liberties with his fifter, I am independent of 
my brother, ma'am : my fortune is in my own handsj 
ma'am, and m^'am — 

' Mrs. Harlow. 

Well ! do you know when your blood circulates a 
little, that I think you look mighty well ? But you 
was in the wrong not to marry at my age. Sweet 
three ^nd twenty ! yQu can't conceive wh^t a deal of 

good 
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good it would have done. your temper and your 
l^irits, if you had married early. 

Mifs Harlow. 
Infolent \ provoking, female malice ! 

Mrs. Harlow. 
But to be waiting till it is almoff too late in the 
day, and force one's felf to fay ftrange things ; with/ 

the tongue and heart at variance all the time " I 

don't mind the hideous men" ^* I am very happy as 
I am/' — " I don't defire to change my condition" — 
and while thofe words are at your tongue's end, the 
heart murmurs inwardly, and flutters upon the ten- 
ter-hooks of expeftation. 

Mifs Harlow. 
I upon tenter-hooks 1 

Mrs. Harlow. 

And to be at this work of four grapes, till one is 
turned of three and forty I 

Mifs Harlow. . 

Three and forty, ma'am !-— I defire, fifter—- 1 de- 
fire, ma'am — three and forty, ma'am ! 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Nay — nay — nay — don't be angry; don't blame 
me ; blame my hufband ; he is your own brother, 
and he knows your age : he told me fo. 

Mifs Harlow. 
Oh ! ma'am, I fee your drift : but you need not 
give yourfelf thofe airs, ma'am — the men don't fee 
vith your eyes, ma'am — years, indeed! — Three 

and 
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and forty, truly ! — FU aflureyou — upon my word — 
very fine! — But I fee plainly, ma'am, what you 
are at — Mr. Clerlmont, madam ! — Mr. Clerimont, 
fitter ! that's what frets you. A young hufl^and, 
ma'am ; younger than your huft)and, ma'am : Mr. 
Clerimont, let me tell you — 

Enter Trifle. 
Trifle. 

Oh ! rare news, ma'am, charming news : we have 
got another letter. 

Mifs Harlow. 

From whom ? — from Mr. Clerimont ? — where 
is it ? 

Trifle. 
Yes, ma'am ! from Mr. Clerimont, ma'am. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Let me fee it j let me fee it j quick ; quick ; 

{reads) 
" Madam, 

*' The honour of a letter from you has fo filled 
** my mind with joy and gratitude, that I want 
" words of force to reach but half my meaning. I 
" can only fay that you have revived a heart that 
"was expiring for you, and now beats for you 
" alone"— 

There filler, mind that ! years indeed 1 

(^reads to h^rjelf) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I wifh you loy, fiflier : I wifh I had not gone to 
Vol. II. Y Rane- 
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Ranelagh with her laft week. Who could hare 
thought that her faded beauties would have made 
fuch an impreflion ? {aftde) 

Mifs Harlow. 

Mind here again, fitter. — {reads) ^' Ever fince I 
^* had the good fortune of feeing you at Ranelagh, 
" your idea has been ever prefent to me ; and 
** fince you now give me leave, I fliall, without 
" delay, wait upon your brother. The terms he may 
" think proper to demand, 1 fhall readily fubfcribc to; 
*' for to be yourflave is dearer to me than liberty. I 
** have the honour to remain 

" The humbleft of your admirers, 

*' Clerimont.*' 
• There, fifter ! 

Mrs. Harlow 

Well ! I wifli you joy again : but remember t 
tell you, take care what you do. He is young, and 
of courfe giddy and inconftant. 

Mifs Harlow. 
He h warm, paiTionate, and tender. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

But you don't know how long that may kft ; and 
here are you going to break off a very fuitable match, 
which all your friends liked and approyed, a match 
with captain Cape, who to be fure— 

Mifs Harlow* 

Don't name captain Cape, I befeech you, don't 
name him. 

- Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 

Captain Cape, let me tell you, is not to be defpi- 
fed. He has acquired by his voyages to India a very 
pretty fortune : has a charming box of a houfe upon 
Hackney -Marfh, and is of an age every way fuitable 
to you. 

Mifs Harlow. 

There again now ! — age ! age ! age ! for ever !— r 
years— -years — my years ! But I tell you once for all, 
Mr. Clerimqnt does not fee with your eyes. I am de- 
termined to hear no more of captain Cape. Odious 
Hackney-Marfh ! ah ! filler, you would be glad to 
fee me married in a middling way* 

Mrs. Harlow, 

i, fifter ! — I am fure nobody will rejoice more at 
your preferment. I am refolved never to vifit her if 
Mr. Clerimont marries her. {aftde) 

Mifs Harlow. 

To cut the matter fhort, fifter, Mr. Clerimont has 
won my heart : young, handfome, rich, town houfe, 
country houfe, equipage ! To him, and only him will 
I furrender myfelf. Three and forty, indeed ! — ha ! 
ha !- -you fee, my dear, dear fifter, that thefe features 
are ftill regular and blooming i that the love-darting 
eye has not quite forfook me; and that I have made 
a conqueft which your boafted youth might be 
vain of. ^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Oh ! ma'am, I beg you pardon, if I have taken too 
much liberty, it has all arifen froni affcdlion and 
regard ; your good is all I aim at, fifter. 

^ ^ % Mifs 



i64 THE OLD MAID, 

Mifs Harlow. 

I humbly thank you for your advice, my Iwect 
dear friendly fiftcr ; but don't envy me, I beg you 
won't; don't fret yourfelf ; you'can't conceive what a 
deal of good ferenity of I'nind will do your health. 
I'll go and write an anfwer direftly to this char- 
ming, charming letter. Sifter, yours. I Ihall be glad 
to fee you, fifter, at my houfe in Hill-ftreet, when I 
ani Mrs. Clerimont. And remember what I tell- you : 
fome faces retain their bloom and beauty longer 
than you imagine, my dear fifter. Come, Trifle, let 
me fly ihis moment. Sifter, your fervant. 

[Exit with Trifle. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Your fervant, my dear ! — Well ! I am determined 
to lead the gayeft life in nature, if fhe marries Cleri- 
mont. — ril have a new equipage, that's one thing : 
and I"l have greater routs than her, that's another : 
Pofitively, I muft outftiine her there ; and I'll keep 
up a polite enmity with her j go and fee her, may 
be once or twice in a winter ; Ma'am, I am really fo 
" hurried with fuch a number of acquaintances, that 
'^ I can't poflibly find time." And then to provoke 
her, " I wifh you joy, fifter, I hear you are breed- 
ing." Ha! ha! — that will fo mortify her — " \ 
" wilh it may be a boy, fifter." Ha ! ha ! — And 
tjien when her hufband begins to defpife her ; 
" really, fifter, I pity you ; had you taken my ad- 
** vice, and married the India captain — your cafe is 
" a companionate one"— Compafllon is fo infolent 
when a body feels none at all. Ha! ha! it is the 
fincft way of infulting. 

Enter 
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Enier Mr. Harlow. 

Mr. Harlow. 
So, my dear 5 how are my filter's affairs going on ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Why, my dear, (he has had another letter from 
Mr. Clerimont. Did you ever hear of fuch a ftrange 
unaccountable thing patched up in a hurry here I 

Mr. Harlow, \ 

Why it is fudden, to be fure, 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Upon my word, I think you had better advife her 
not to break off with captain Cape. 

Mr. Harlow. 

No, not I — I wifli ftie may be married to one or 
other of them. Her temper is really grown fo vtry 
four, and there is fuch eternal wrangling between you 
both, that I wifh to fee her in her own houfe, for the 
peace and quiet of mine. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Do you know this Mr. Clerimont ? 

Mr, Harlow. 
No ; but I have heard of ^t family. There is. 
very fine fortune. I wifh he may hold his intention 

Mrs. Harlow. 
1 wifh he may, but I doubt it. 

Mr. 
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Mr. Harlow. 

, And truly fo do I ; for between ourfclves, I fee no 
charms in my lifter. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
For my part I can't comprehend it. How (he 
could ftrike his fancy, is to me the moft aftonifhing 
thing: After this, I Ihall be furprifcd at nothing. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Well ! ftrange things do happen. So fhe is but 
married out of the way, 1 am fatisficd. An old maid 
in a houfe is the devil. 

Enter a Servant. 

Servant. 
Mr. Clerimont, Sir, to wait on you. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Shew him in, {Exit Servant) How comes this 

vifit, pray ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 

My fifter wrote to him to explain himfelf to you. 
The affair feems now to grow ferious. The gentleman 
feems in earncft, and in a hurry too. Well, I fup- 
pofe he wants to talk to you : I'll leave you to your- 
felves. {afide as Jhe goes out) The man muft be 
mad to think of her. He muft have a ftrange taftc 
indeed. \ExiK 

Entn 
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Enter Clerimont* 

Mr. Harlow. 
Your moft obedient. Sir : be pleafed to walk in. 

Clerimont. 

I prefiime. Sir, you are no ftranger to the bufinefs 
that pccafions thus vifit. 

Mr. Harlow. 
Sir, the honour you do me and my family-.— 

Clerimont. 

Oh ! Sir, to be allied to your family by fo tender a. 
tic as a marriage with your fifter, will at once refleft 
a credit upon me, and conduce to my happinefs in 
the moft eflential point. I adore your fifter. Sir : my 
fentiments are not to be exprefled : (he charmed me 
at the very firft fight. 

Mr. Harlow, {afide) 
The devil ihe did! 

Clerimont. 

The fenfibility of her countenance, the elegance of 
her figure, the fweetnefs of her manner — 

Mr. Harlow. 
Sir, you are pleafed to— compliment ! 

Clerimont. 

Compliment ! I fpeak the language of the heart. 
Where merit is fo apparent, fo tranfcending all praiTe, 
he muft have great fltill in flattery, who can give an 
air of compliment to that juftice, which your fifter 
claims from alL 

Mr. 
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Mr. Harlow. 
The fwcctnefs of my filler's manner, {aftde) Ha ^ 
lial 

Clerimont. 
I faw her, for the fifft time, a few nights ago at Ra- 
nelagh : though there was a croud of beauties in the 
room, thronging and prefling all around, yet (he 
fhone amongft them with fuperior luftre. She 
was walking arm in arm with another lady. No op- 
portunity offered for me to form an acquaintance a- 
midft the hurry and buftle of the place. I enquired 
their names as they were going into their chariot : I 
was told they were Mrs. and Mifs Harlow. From 
that moment (he won my heart. At one gl&nce 
I became the willing captive of her beauty. 

Mr. Harlow. 

A very candid declaration. Sir! — how can this 
be ? The bloom has been off the peach any time 
thefe fifteen years, to my knowledge, {afide) — You 
fee my (ifter with a favourable eye. Sir. 

Clerimont. 

A favourable eye ! He muft greatly want difcem- 
ment, who has not a quick perception of her merit. 

Mr. Harlow. 

You do her a great deal of honour. But this af- 
fair — is it not fomewhat fudden> Sir ? 

Clerimont. 

. I grant it. You may indeed be furprized at it. 
Sir; nor (hould I have been hardy enough to inake 
any overtures to you, — at leaft yet awhile, — if (he 
hcrfelf had not condefcended to liften to my pa(fiott. 

She 
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She has authorized me under her own fair, hand to 
apply to her brother for his confent. 

Mn Harlow. 

I fliall be very ready. Sir, to give my approbation 
to my fitter's happinefs. 

Clerimont- 
No doubt you will. But let me not cherilh 
in unavailing flame, a flame that already lights up all 
my tendered pafllons. 

Mr. Harlow. 

To you. Sir, there can be no exception. I am not 
altogether a fl:ranger to your family and fortune. His 
language is warm, confidering my fifler's age; but 
I won't hurt her preferment. (afiJe) — You will par- 
don me, Sir, if I obferve one thing : you are, as one 
may fay, jufl: coming into life. Have you left the 
XJniverfity ? 

Glerimont. 

Left it. Sir? — above a year. I am almoft two 
and twenty. 

Mr. Harlow. 
And yet, this is a delicate point : have you con- 
fulted your friends ? 

Clerimont. 

I have:.^ my yncle, Mr. Heartwell, who propofes 
to leave me a very handfome addition to my fortune, 
which is confiderable already, he, Sir- 
Mr. Harlow. 

Well, Sir, if he has no objedion, I can have none. 

Vol. n. Z CLE- 
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Clerimont. 
He has none, Sirs he has given his confent; he 
defires me to lofe no time. I will bring him to pay 
you a vifit. He approves my choice. You fliall 
have it out of his own mouth. , Name your hour, and 
he fhall attend you. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Any time to-day. I (hall flay at home on pur- 
pofe. 

Clerimont. 
In the evening I will condudl hini hither. In the 
mean time I feel an attachment here : the lady. 
Sir — 

Mr. Harlow. 
Oh ! you want to fee my fifter. I will fend her to 
you, Sir, this inftant. I beg your pardon for leaving 
ou alone. Ha ! ha ! who could have thought ot 
icr making a conqueft at laft ? lExit^ 



I 



Clerimont. 

Your politenefs, Sir, upon this occafion, will lay 
me under the mod lafiing obligation.— Now, Cleri- 
mont, now your heart may reft content : your doubts 
and fears may all fubfide, and joy and rapture take 
their place. Mifs Harlow fhall be mine : Ihe re- 
ceives my vows ; fhe approves my paflion. Cfings 
and dances) Soft ! here Ihe comes — hef very appear- 
ance controuls my wildeft hopes, and hufhes my 
proud heart into refpcft and filent admiration. 

Enter Mrs. Harlow. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

1 beg your pardon, Sir,l intrude, perhaps. 

Cle- 
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Cjlehimqnt. 

Ma^dam, (iows refpc£^uUy) you never can in- 
trqde, JMajiam. Ypu— yqu muft be cvrer i/^elcpmc. 

Mrs. Harlof. 
I thought Mr. Harlow was here, Sir. 

Clerimont. 

Madam, he is but juft gone. How a fingle glance 
of that deluding eye ovcraws and checks each wilh 
that flutters in my heart. ( qfide) 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I wonder he would leave you alone, Sir. That is 
not fb polite in his Qwn houfe. 

Clerimont. 

How her modefty throws a veil over her inclina- 
tions ! — My tongue faulters ! — I can't ipeak to her. 

{afide) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

He leems in confyfion. A pretty man too ! 

That this Ihould be my fiftcr's luck ! — {afide) 

Clerimont. 
Madam ! — {embarrajfed) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I imagine you have been talking to him on tht 
fubJ6& of the letter you fent this morning. 

Clerimont. 
Madam, I have prefumed to-— 

Z % Mru 
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Mrs. Harlow. 

You arc the only pcrfon, Sir, that will call it pre^ 
fumption. Mr, Harlow has no objeftion, I hope* 

Clerimont^ 

She hopes! Heavens blefs her for the word- — 
{aftde) — Madam, he has frankly confented, if his 
fifter will do me that honour^ 

Mrs# Harlow. 

You do his fifter a great deal of honour. Sir,—- 
{afide) a great deal more than ftie deferves, if he 
knew all. 

CLEltlMOI^r. 

How her modefty makes her turn afide that lovely 
countenance ! — Mr. Harlow, Madam, encouraged 
me to entertain a gleam of hope. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I think yoii need not defpair. Sir, if I may ven- 
ture to hazard my fentiment. 

Clerimont. 
No doubt you may. 

Mrs. Hap LOW. 

Then, without doubt — {turns away) Her fuccefs 
is too provoking — (turns to him) I believe. Sir, — 
I think you may entertain fome degree of hope. 

Clerimont. 

How coyly (he pronounces it ! — *' Oh! fweet're* 
luftant amorous delay."-— Madam, you make me 

happv. 
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happy. If any thing could add to the ardowr of my 
afFeftion, you have done it. {turns from her) Gene- 
rous Mils Harlow ! 

Mrs. Harlow. 

A propofa! fo honourable on your part, claims at- 
fention, and cannot eafily be rejefted ; Mr. Harlow 
has too much regard for his fifter ; and the whole fa- 
mily hold themfelves much obliged to you. 

Clerimont. 

Madam, this extreme condefcenfion has added 
rapture to the fentiments I felt before : it fhall be the 
endeavour of my life to provq deferving of the ami- 
able obje<ft I have dared to alpire to. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Sir, I make no doubt of your fincerity. I have 
already declared my fentiments. You know Mr. 
Harlow's ; and if my fifter gives her approbation, 
nothing will be wanting to conclude this bufinefs. 

If no difficulties arife from her ^^-her temper is 

uncertain—as to my confent, Sir, your air, your 
manner have commanded it. Sir, your moft obe- 
dient : ril fend my fifter to you. [Exit. 

Clerimont. 

Madam, {bowing) I (hall endeavour to repay 
this goodnefs with excefs of gratitude. She is 
^n angel !— and yet, ftupid that I am, I could not 
give vent to the tendernefs with which my heart is 
ready to diflblve. It is ever fo with fincere and 
generous love ; it fills the foul with rapture, and 
then denies the power of uttering what we fo exqui - 
fitely feel. Generous Mifs Harlow ! who couid 
thus fee thro' my confufion, interpret all appearances 
favourably, and with a dignity fuperior to her fex's 

little 
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little aits^ forego the idle ceremonies of coquettiagp 
teazing> and tormenting iier admirer. I hear fon^- 
body. Oh ! here comes Miftrcfs Harlow : what a 
gloom fits upon her features !— She aflumes autho- 
rity here I find. But I'll endea-vour by infinuation 
and relpeft to make her my friend, or at leaft to fof- 
ten prejudices, and get the better pf that fpijr, iU- 
ftatured temper. 

Enter Mifs Harlow. 

Mifs Harlow. 
My fitter has told me. Sir — 

Clerimont. 
Ma*am — {bowing chearfully) 

Mifs Harlow. 
He is a fweet figure, {aftde) 

Clerimont. 

She rather looks like Mifs Harlow's mother than 
her fifter-in-law™ (^</i?) 

Mifs Harlow. 

He feems abafli'd his refpeft is the caufc — 

(<J^^^)— ^My fitter told me. Sir, that you was here. 
I beg pardon for making you wait fb long. 

. Clerimont. 

Oh, ma'am, {bows) the gloom difappeafs from 
her face, but the lines of ill-pature remain. (4/^^) 

Mifs Harlow. 

In his confufion I fee the ardour of his paflion. — 
He has not tccovercd himfelf !— rPU cheer him wtb 
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\tf—{qfide) — Sir, the letter you ,was plcafed 
d, my lifter has feen, and — 

Clerimont. 
I his aflbred me that (he has no obje<5tiom 

Mifs Harlow. 
h glad of that. Sir — I was afraid- — 

Clerimont. 

objeftion. And Mr. Harlow— I have ften 
)o. He has honoured me with his confent* 
madam, the only doubt remains with you. 
be permitted to hope — 

Mifs Harlow. 
you appear like a gentleman, — and — 

Clerimont. 
iam, believe me, never was love more fincere, 
juftly founded on efteem, or kindled into^ 
admiration. 

Mifs Harlow. 
with the reft of the family I hold myfelf much 
i to you, and-— 

Clerimont. 

iged !— 'tis I that am obliged. There is no 
on my fide : it is the confequence of impref- 
[lade upon my heart ; and what heart can refift 
cauty, fuch various graces 1 

Mifs Harlow. 
' warmth of your expreffion, Sir — I ^ilh my 
.card him. {^Jid^) I ^ni afraid you are lavifti 

of 
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of your praife; and the fhort date of your love. 

Sir-- 

Clerimont. 
It. will burn with unabating ardor. . The fame 
charnns that firft infpired it, will for ever cherifh, 
and add new fuel to the flame. — You cannot doubt 
me, Madam : no, you will not .harbour an ungene- 
rous fulpicion. You ufe this ftile, to put my fince- 
rity to the proof. That, Madam, I perceive is your 
aim : but could you read the feelings of my heart, 
you would not thus cruelly keep me in fufpence. 

MIfs Harlow, 
Heavens ! if my fifter faw my power over him 
— {aftde) — A little fufpence cannot be deemed un- 
reafonable. Marriage is an important affair i an af- 
fair for life s and fome caution you will allow to be 
neceffary, 

Clerimont. 

Madam ! — {difconcerted) — Oh ! I dread the four- 
nefs of her look ! {afide) 

Mifs Harlow. 

One thing. Sir, you will permit me to obfervc 
You feem to dwell chiefly on articles of external and 
fuperficial merit j whereas the more valuable quali- 
ties of the mind, prudence, good fenfe, a well-regu- 
lated conduft— 

Clerimont. 

^ Oh ! Ma'am, I am not inattentive to thofe mat- 
ters : fhe has a notable houfehold underftanding, I 

warrant her {aftde) But let me intreat you, 

Ivladam, to do juftice to my principles, and believe 

that 
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leveryet a fond, fond heart declared itfelf witk 
finceritjr* . . 

Mifs Harlow. 

•, 1 will frankly own tl>at I have been trying ypn 
[lis time, and from henceforth all doubts arc : 
hed. 

ClerimonT; 

3ur words recall me to new life. I fhall for 
ftudy to merit this goodnefs. But your fair 
> do you think I can depend upon her con- 
^ May I flatter myfelf fhc will not change her 

i? . . ■ 

Mifs Harlow. 

y filler cannot be infenfible of your merit, an4 
lonour you do her and the whole family. And, 
as far as I can aft with propriety in the affair, I 
endeavour to keep them all in a difpofition t# 
jr your pretenfions. 

Clerimont. 
[adam — (bows.) ^ 

Mifs Harlow. 

Du have an intereft in my bread that will be 
for you. 

Clerimont. 
im eternally devoted to you. Madam — (bows.) 

• . Mifs Harlow. , 

ow modeft, and yet how exprefllve he is ! 

{4fide.) 

A 9 Clirimont. 
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Clerimont* 

MadatTij I (hall be for ever fenfible of this ex- 
treme condefccnfion. I fliall think no pains too 
feat to prove the gratitude and efteem I bciu: you. 
beg my Compliments to Mn HaribWr I (hall be 
here with my uncle in the evening ; as' early as pof- 
fible I (hall come. My refpeAs to your (ifter, 
Ma'am — and pray, Madam, keep her in my in- 
tereft — Madam, your moft obedient — I have ma- 
naged the motherly lady finely, I think (aJUe) 

{Sows, andExk. 

Mife liARLOW* 

What will my fifter fay now? I (hall hear no more 
of her taunts. A malicious thing! I fancy (he now 
fees that your giddy flirts are not always the highe(t 
beauties. Srt her up, indeed! Had ike but heard 
him, the dear man! what (Weet things he faid! a«^ 
what fwcet things he looked. Weli, 1 am enchantid 
nith hitti- I Aall lo^ him to diftraftiSh. 

Enter Mrs. Harlow. 

^ Mrs. Harlow. 

Well, fifter! — how! — MThat 4oes he fay? 

Mifs Harlow, 

Say, (ifter! — Eyery thing that is charming: he is 
the prettieft man ! and fo polite, fo fen(ible, fo ele- 
gant, fo every thing that is agreeable! 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well! I am glad of it. But aJPs well that ends 
well. 

Mifk 
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Mifs Harlow. 

Envy, fifter! Envy, and downright malice! — 
Oh ! had you heard all the tender things he uttered, 
and with that extafy too! that teiidernefs! that de- 
light rcftrained by modefty! 

Mrs. Harlow. 

All that is very true: but ftiU I feel, methink?. as 
if every thing was not right: I can^ well explain 
myfelf; but there is to me Ibmething odd in the 
whole bufinefs. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh! I don't doubt biit you will fay fo. You will 
find, however, that I have beauty enough left to 
make fortie noife in the world. The men, fifter, arc 
the beft judges of feniale beauty. Don't concern 
yourfelf about the affair, fifter: the men are the beft 
judges; leave it all to them. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

But only think of a lover you never faw but once 
at Ranelagh. 

Mifs Harlow, 

Very true ! but even then I faw what work I made 
in his heart. Don't ypu remember Jiow he followed 
us up and down the room? Oh! I am in raptiu-es 
j vnth him, and he is in raptures with nie, and in a 
few days, fifter, Mrs. Clerimorit will be glad to 
fee you, 

Euier Mr. Harlow, 

Mr, Harlow, 

So, fifter! how ftand matters now? 

A a 2 Miii 
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Mifs Harlow. 

As I could wifh. I fhall no more be a trouble to 
you. He has declared himfelf in tfie moft warm 
and vehement nianner j tho' my fifter has her 
doubts ; fhe is a good friend, fhe is afraid of my 
fuccefs. 

Mrs, Harlow. 

Pray, fifter, don't think fo meanly of me, I 
underftand that fneer, Ma'^m. 

Mifs Harlow. 
And I underftand you too. Ma'am, 

Mr. Harlow. 

Come, come, I defire we may have no quarrelling. 
You two are always wrangling. But when you are 
feparated, it is to be hoped you will then be more 
amicable. Things are now in a fair way. The', 
fifter, let me tell you I am afraid our India friend 
will think himfelf ill treated. 

^ Mrs. Harlow, 

- That's what I fear too: that's my reafon for 
fpeaking. Captain Cape, in my opinion, will have 
reafon tQ think himfelf ill ufed. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh ! never throw avi^ay a thought on him. Mr. 
Clerimont has my hearts and now I think I am 
fettled for life, fifter— I love to plague her (afid^) 
-—I fay, fifter, whatever doubts you may have, you 
will fee me fettled for life, for life, for life, my 
dear fifter. 

Jinter 
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Enter Servant. 

Servant, 
Dinner is fcrvcd. Sin 

Mr. Harlow. ,. 

Very well! come, filler, I give you joy. Let ' 
us in to dinner. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh! vulgar!— I can't eat — I muft go and drefs 

my head over again, and do a thoufand things;— for 

I am determined Til look this afternoon as well as 

ever I can.' / [Exit. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Is not all this amazing, my dear? her head is 
turned. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Well, let it all pafs: don't you mind it: don't 
you fay any thing. Let her get married if fhe can. 
1 am fure I fhall rejoice at it. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
And upon my word, my dear, fo fhall I. If I 
interfere, it is purely out of friendfhip. 

Mr. Harlow. 
Be advifed by me: fay no more to her. If the 
affair go<!s on, we fhall fairly get rid of her. Her 
peevifh humours, and her maiden temper, are be- 
come infupportable. Come, let us in to dinner. 
If Mr. Clerimont marries her, which indeed will be 
x)dd enough, we fhall then enjoy a little peace and 
quiet in our own houfc. [Exit^ 

* Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 

What in the world could the man fee in her t 
He will repent of his bargain in a week or a fort- 
nights that I am fure he will* ^c is gone to drefi 
now! — ha! ha! — 

Oh ! how fhe rolls her pretty eyes in fpite, . 
And looks delightfully with an her might! 

Ha! ha! delightfully flie will look indeed I — 



End of the FIRST ACT^ 
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ACT the SECOND. 
Enter a Ssrvant, and Capt. Capx. 

$£JLVAN3;. 

iaft< 
done dinner^ Sir. 



X/'ES, Sir, my maftcr is at home: he has juft 



Capt. Cape. 

Very well theni tell him I ¥^uld ipeak a word 
with him. 

Swtt'Arp. 

I beg pardon. Sir; I aqi imt a ftranger in the 
family — who (hall I fay? 

Capt. Cape. 
Capt. Cape, tell him. 

Servant. 
Yes, Sir. [J&rtf. 

Capt. Cape. 

I can hardly believe my own eyes. S*death! I 
Am almoft inclined to think this letter, figned with 
Mifs Harlow's name, a mere forgery by fome 
enemy, to drive me into an excefs of paffion, and 
fe injure us both : I dpn't know what to fay to it. 

Enter 
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Enter Mr. Harlow. 

Capf, Cape. 

I have waited on you about an extraordinary 
•affair; I can*t comprehend it. Sir. Here is a letter 
with your lifter's name — Look at it. Sir: is that her 
hand- writing? 

Mr. Harlow. 
Yes, Sirs I take it to be her writing. 

Capt. Cap£. 
Arid do you know the contents? ' 

Mn Harlow. 
I can't fay I have read it; but— - 

Capt. Cape. 
But you know the purport of it ? 

Mr. Harlow. 

Partly. 

Capt. Cape. 

You do?-»-and is it not bafe treatment. Sir? Ik 
it not unwarrantable ? Can you juftify her? 

Mr. Harlow. 

. For my part, I leave ^omen to manage their owi 
affairs. I am not fond of intermeddling. 

Capt, Cape. 

Buti. Sir, let me a(k you: Was not every thing 
agreed upon ? Are not the writings now in the lawyers 
hands ? W^ not next week fixed for our wedding? 

Mr- 
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Mr, Harlow. 
I underftood it fo. 

Capt, Cape. 

Very well then : you fee how ihe treats me. She 
writes me here in a contemptuous ftile, th^t (he 
recalls her promife; it was rafhly given; fhe has 
thought better of itj fhe will liften to me no more; 
Ihe is going to dilpofe of herfelf to a gentleman 
with whom fhe can be happy for life. There, that*$ 
free and eafy, is not it? What do you fay to that? 

Mr. Harlow. 

Why really. Sir, it is not my affair. I have no- 
thing to fay to it. 

Gapt. Cabe. 

Nothing to fay to it! — Sir, T imagined I was 
dealing with people of honour. 

Mr. Harlow. 
You have been dealing with a woman, and you 
icnow— 

Capt. Cape. 

Yes, I know; Iknow the treachery of the fex. 
Who is this gentleman, pray? 

Mr. Harlow. 

' His name is Clerimont. They have fixed the 
affair among themfelves, and amongft them be it 
forme. 

Capt. Cape. 

: Very fine ! mighty fine !-— is Mifs Harlow at 

home. Sir? 

, VpL. 11. B b - Mr, 
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Mn Harlow. 
She is; and here (he comes this way.. 

C^t. Cap*. \ 

Very well!-— let me hear it fmca hfctfelf, riiit\ 
all: I defire to hear her fpcak for herfelf. 

Mr.. HAkLoW. 

With all my heart. I'll leave yoii together: yoir 
know. Captain, I was never fond of being concerhei 
in theft affairs. . [Exk. 

Enter Mifs Harlowv. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Capt. C^e, this is mighty odd.- I thought my 
letter informed you — 

Capt. Cape. 

jMadam, I acknowlt^e the receipt of your let-- 
ter, and„ Madam^ the uiage is fo extraojrdinary, thac- 
'I hold myfelf excufable, if 1 refufe ta comply widib^ 
the terms you impofe upon me. 

Mifs Harlow. 
Not comply? I don't underftand yotiv 

Capt. Cape. 

Miftake me not 5 I am not come to whimper or 
to^whine, and to make a puppy of myfelf again^ 
That, Madam, is all blown over. 

Mifs HAkLoW. 
Well, there is no harm done, and you will Turvivc 
this I hope. 

Capt. 
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Gapt. Cape- 
Survive iti 

Mifs Hariow, 

•yes; — you wont't grow defperate: fuppofe you 
Mrefe to order Ibmebody to take care qi you^ be- 
taufe you know fits of delpair are fudden, and you 
may ralhly do yourfelf a mifchicf. Don't do any 
fuch thin^ I heg you won*t. 

Capt. Cape. 

This infult. Madam! — Do myfelf a mifchief ! 
Don't flatter yourfelf that it is in your power to . 
make me unhappy. It is not vexation brings me 
hither, that let me afllire you, 

Mife Harlow. 
' IHien let vexation take you away. We were 
never defigned for one another. 

Capt. Cape. 

My amaacmejit brings qie hitl^er; amazement 
that any woman can behave — but I don't want to 
upbraid— -I only come to alk— -for I can hardly as 
yet believe it— I .ofvly conie.to alk if I am to credit 
this pretty epiftle? 

Mils Harlow. 

Every fyllablel therefore take your anfwer. Sir, 
and truce with your iiDp0r,tuj)i.ty. 

Capt* Cape* 

Very well. Ma'am, very well — your humble 
ftrvant. Madam— J pramife you, Ma'am, I can 
X^^Y ^^his fcorn ,vJfh if pro; with tenfold fcorn. 
Madam, fuch as this treatment defervesi 'that's 

B b 2 all; 
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all : I fay no more-*-your fervant Ma'am — but let . 
me aflc you — is this a juft return for all the atten- 
dance llJiave paid you thefe three years paft ? 

Mifs Harlow, 

Ferfeftlyjufl, Sir; three years'! — how could you 
be a dangler fo long ? I told you what it v/ould 
come to : can you think that raifing a woman's ex- 
peftation, and tiring her out of all patience, is the 
way to make fure of her at laft ? you ought to have 
been a brilker lover, you ought indeed. Sir. I am 
now contraftcd to another, and fo there is m end 
of every thing between us, 

Capt. Cape, 

Very well, Madam, — and yet I can't bear to be 
defpifed by her— and can you, Mifs Harlow, can 
you find it in your heart to treat me with thi$ dif- 
dain ? have you no compaflion ? 

Mifs Harlow. 
No, pofitively none. Sir, none; none. 

• Capt. Cape. 

Your own Capt. Cape, whom you — — 



Mif? Harlow. 
Whom I defpife, 

Capt. Cape. 

Whom you have fo often encouraged to adore 
you. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Pray Sir, don't touch my hand : it is now the 
property of another, 

Capt. 
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Capt. Cape. 
% Can!t you ftill break off with him ? 

MiiV Harlow. 

No Sir, I can't ; I won't ; I love him, and if you 
are a man of honour, you will Ipeak to me no more; 
defift. Sir, for if you don't, my brother fhall tell 
you of it, and to-morrow Mr. Clerimont fliall teH 
you of it. 

Capt. Cape. 

Mr. Clerimont, Madam^ fliall fight me for da- 
ring ' 

Mifs Hallow. 

And mull I fight you too moft noble, valiant 
Captain? 

Capt. Cape. 
Laughed at too ! 

Mifs Harlow.] 

What a paflion you are in ! — I can't bear to fee a 
rnan in fuch a paflion. Oh ! I have a happy rid- 
dance of you : the violence of your temper is dread- 
ful. I won't ftay a moment longer with you ; you 
frighten me: you have your anfwer, — and fo your 
fcrvant Sir. Exit. 

Capt. Gape. 

Ay ! flie is gone off^ like a fury, and the furies 
catch her, fay L I will never put up with this : I 
^ill find out this Mr. Clerimont : he fhall be ac- 
countable to me J, Mr. Harlow too fliall be account- 
able i and — ^ 

Enter 
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Enter Mr. 4fid Mrs. Harlow. 

Mr. Harlow, I am ufed very ill here, by all of 
you, and Sir, let ipe tell your-- 

Mr» Harlow. 

Nay ; don't he angry wj.th me. I was not to 
mwy you, .11 

Capt. Cape. 

But Sir,^ I can't help being v^gry. I mufl: be an- 
gry : and let me tell you, you don't behave like a ^ 
gentleman. 



Mrs^ Harlow. 
How can Mr. H^u-lp^ help it. Sir, if nny fiftcr— 

Mr. Harlow. 

You are too warm j you are indeed. Let us talk 
this matter over a bottle. 

Capt. Cape. 
No, Sir 2 no bottle : over a cannon, if yoq wiU* 

Mrs. Harlow, 
Mercy on me ! I beg you won't talk in that ter- 
rible manner : you frightea me out of my wits. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Be you quiet, my dear. Capt. Cape, I beg you 
will juft ftep into that room with mt r and if^ io the 
difpatching of one bottle, I don't acquit nrvyfclf of all 
finifter dealing, why then™ come, come, be a little 
nvxlerate : you ihall ftep with me ; I'l) take it as a 
favour. Come, come, you muft. 

Capt. 
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Capt. CAPt. 

I always fouiKl yoti a gentleman, Mr. Harib*r, and 
fourth afl my lieart, I don't caf^ if ! db talk the 
matter over. ^ 

Mife Harlo*w. 

That's fair^i and I am obliged to you^ Come, I'll 
(hew you the way. [ExeunU 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Juft as I forefaw : my fitter 'was fure of him, an(f 
jfow is flic going to break off for a young nf!i»i, wha 
*riH defpife her in a little time.. 1 wifh flle'W6ulci 
liave C^pt. C^e. 

Enter Mifs: Haji£ow.. 

Mifs HahljOw. 
Is hiC gone, fifter ? 

Mrs. HARtbw- 

No ; and here is the deuce and all to do.. He t^ 
for fighting every body : upon my word you arc- 
wrong : you dan't behkvfe genteelly in the affair. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Genteelly r I like* that aMioh predigioufly : an't 
J going to n\arry ^nteelly ? . ^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well, follbw your own in€linations. I won't in- 
tjermcddlc any molt, 1 proaiifc you. I'll ftep into 
<iie ]^rli>\ir, ahdnfirc wliat they *^ \EpAt. 

Mifs. 



192 THE OLD MAJD, 

Miis Harlow. 

As you pleafe. Ma'am* I fee plainly the ill-natured 
thing can't bear my fuccefs. Heavens ! here cornea 
Mr. Clerimont. 

Enter Mr. Clerimont. 

Mifs Harlow. 
You are earlier than I expefted. Sir. 

Clerimont. 

I haye flown, Madam, upon the wings of lovc._ 
I have feen my uncle : he will be here within this 
half hour. Every thing fucceeds to my wifhes, I 
hope there is no alteration here fince I faw you. 

Mifs Harlow. 
Nothing of moment. Sir. 

Clerimont. 

You alarm me : Mr. Harlow has not changed 
his mind, I hope. 

Mifs Harlow. 
No, he continues in the fame opinion* 

Clerimont. 

And your fifter — I tremble with doubt and fear-- 
fhe does not furely recede from the fentiments (he 
flattered me with. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Why there,, indeed, I can't fay niuch. She f^ems 
to — 

Cle- 
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Clerimont* 



How! 



Mift Harlow. 
She — I doii*t know what to make pf hen 

Clerimont. 

I am on the rack : in pity, do not torture nae. 

Mils Harlow, 

How tremblingly folicitous he is — Oh ! I have 
made a furc conqueft. (ajide) — Why, fhe. Sir — 

Clerimont. 
1 am all attention. Madam, {difconcerted) 

Mifs Harlow. 
She does not feem entirely to approve. 

Clerimont. 
You kill me with defpair. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh ! he is deeply fmitten. {aJide) — She thinks 
another match would fuit better. 

Clerimont. 
Another match ! 

Mifs Harlow. 

, Yes, another j an India captain, who has made his 
propofals \ but I Ihall take care to fee him dif- 
miffed. 

Vol. IL C c Cle- 
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Clerimont. ^ 

Will you ? 
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Mifs Harlow. 

I promife you I will. Though he runs much in 
my fifter's head> and fhc has takca great pains to 
bring the family over to hei opinion. 

Clerimont. 

How cruel ! I could not have expcfted that froni 
her. But ha^ Ihe fixed her heart uppn a match 
with this other gentleman ? 

Mifs Harlow, 

Why, truly I think fhe has : but my will in thii 
affair ought, and fhall be confulted. 

Clerimont. 

It is highly proper, Madam. Your long acquaint- 
ance with the world — 

Mrs, Harlow, 
Long acquaintance. Sir ! I have a few years expe- 
rience only, • ^ 

Clerimont. 

That is, your good fenfe, ma'am — Oh ! confound ^^ 
my tongue ! how. that dipt from me. {afide) — Your 
good fenfe,— -your early good fenfe,-x-and-r.and— ' 
inclination fhould be confulted* A: 

Mrs. Harlow, 

And they (hall. Sir. Hark ! I hear her coming* ^ 
V\\ leave you this opportunity to Ipeak to her once 

morcj 
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tnorc, and try to w5h her over by pcrfuafion* It will 
make things eafy if you can. I am gone. Sir. 

\Curtfies ajfe&edly and E9cit, 

Clerimont. 

The happinefs of my life will be owing to you^ 
^adam. The woman is really better-natured than 
I thought. She comes^ the lovely tyrant comes* 

Enter Mrs* HaRLow* 

Clerimont. ^if 

She triumphs in her cruelty, and I im ruined* 

{4ftde) 

Mrs* Harlow* : ; ^^ 
You feem uneafy. Sir. I hope no mislm-tune — 

Cleriuokt* 

The fevcreft misfortune !—- -yoli have broke my 

Heart, 

Mrs* Harrow. 
I bre^ your heart. Sir ? 

Clehimont* 
Yes, cruel fair, you*— you have undone ine^ 

Mrs. Harlow. 
How can that be, Sir ? 

Clbrimokt* 
And you feem unconfcious of the mifchief yt)* 
have made. 

C c 2 Mrs, 
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Mrs. EUelow 

. Pray unrickilc, 

Clerimont, 
Your lifter has told me alL 

Mrs, Harlow, 
Ha ! ha ! what has Ihe told you. Sir ? 

Clerimont, 
It may be (port to you^ but to me *tis death. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
What is death? 

^ Clerimoxt. 

The gentleman from India, Madam 1 hav( 

heard it all — you can give him a preference ; yoi 
can blafl: my hopes, my tond delighted hopes, whichx. 
you yourfelf had cheriflied. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
The gentleman is a very good fort of a man; 

Clerimokt. 

She loves him, I fee — (q/ide) — Madam, I per*- 
ccive my doom is fixed, and fixed by you. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
How have I fixed your doom ? — If I . fpeak fa- 
vourably of Captain Cape, it is no more than he 
dcfcrvcs, 

Cle- 
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Clerimont. 

Diftraftion! I cannot bear this— -("^J<?^ 

Mrs- Harlow, 

I believe there is nobody that knows the gentle- 
man^ but will give him his due praife. 

Clerimont, 
Love ! love ! love ! {afiik) 

Mrs. Harlow. 
And befidesy his claim is in fa£t prior to yours^ 

Clerimont. . 
And mull love be governed, like the bufmels of 
mechanics, by thy laws of tyrant cuftom ? Can you 
tliink foi Madam ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Why, Sir, you know I am not in love. 

Clerimont. 
Confufion ! — No, Madam, \ fee you are not. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

And really. Sir, reafonably fpeaking, my fifter is 
for treating Capt. Cape very ill. He has been danc- 
ing attendance here thefe three years. , 

Clerimont. 

Yet that you knew, when you were pleafed to fan 
the rifing flame that matchlcfs beauty had kindkd in 
my heart. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 

Matchlefs beauty! ha! ha !——I cannot but 

laugh at that, {ajide) 

Clerimont. 

Lauffh, Madam, if you will at the pangs you 
yourfel? occafion : yes, triumph, if you will : I am 
refigned to my fate, fince jrou will have it fo. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Ihave it fo ! — you feem to frighten yourfelf with* 
out caufe. If I fpeak favourably of any body elfc> 
what then ? I am not to marry him, you know. 

Clerimont. 
An't you ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I ! — No, truly i thank Heaven ! 

Clerimont'. 
She revives me. {afide) \ 

Mrs. Harlow. 
That muft be as my fitter pleafes. 

Clerimont. 
Muft it ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Muft it ! To be fure it muft. 

Clerimont. 
And may I hope fome intercft in your heaTt? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow. 
My heart. Sir ! 

Clirimont. 

While it is divided, while another has poffeffion of 
but part of it — 

Mrs. Harlow. 

I don't underftand him! Why, it has been 
given away long ago. 

Clerimont. 

I pray you do not tyrannize me thus with alter- 
nate doubts and fears. If you will but blefs me with 
the leaft kind return — ■ 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Kind return ! what, would you have me fall in 
Jove with you ? 

Clerimont. 
Jt will be generous to him who adores you. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Adore me ! - 

Clerimont. 
Even to idoUtry. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

What can he mean ? I thought my fifter was fhc 
b^eft of your adoration. 

Clerimont. 

Your fifter, Ma'am ! I Ihall ever relped her as 

niy 
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my friend on this occafion, but love — no— no— flic 
IS no objed for that. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
No! 

Clerimont. 

She may have been handfonie in her time, but 
that has been all over long ago. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Well! this is charming — I wifh fhe heard him 
now, with her new-fangled airs, {afide) Butle( 
me undcrftand you. Sir : adore me ? 

Clerimont. 

You ! — you ! and only you ! by this fair hand-'- 

{Jtiffes it) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Hold, hold. This is going too far. But prayj 
Sir, have you really conceived a paffion for me ? 

Clerimont. 

You know I have; a paffion of the tendcreft 
nature. 

Mrs. Harlow, 
And was that your drift in coming hither ? 

Clerimont. 
What elfe could induce me ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 

And introduced yourfelf here to have an oppor- 
tunity of fpeaking to me ? 

ClI' 
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Clerimont. 
' angel ! don't torment me thus. 

Mrs. Harlow, 

gel ! and what do you fuppofe Mr. Harjow 
ly to this ? 

Clerimont. 
! Ma*am— he ! he approves my paffion. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
es he really ? I muft fpeak to him about that. 

Clerimont. 
fo. Ma'am, you will find me a man of more 
\T than to deceive you, 

Mifs Harlow. 

Jl ! it will be whimfical enough if he does, 
ny fitter too, this will be a charming difcovery 
er. {afiJeJ—'H^l ha! well! really. Sir, this 
;hty odd. Til fpeak to Mr. Harlow about thi$ 
r> and you fhall know his anfwer. {going.^ 

Clerimont, 
d may I then flatter myfelf ? 

Mrs. Harlow. 

! to be fure: fuch an honourable projeft ! Til 
him this moinent ; and then, fitter, I fliall 
fuch a piece of work for you. Exit. 

* Clerimont. 

7 well. Ma'am, fee Mr. Harlow : he will con- 
t all. While there is life there is hope. To lofe 
L. H, D d that 
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that matchlefs beauty, were the worft mifery in the 
power of fortune to heetp upon me. 

Enter Mifs Harlow, 

Mifs Harlow, 

I beg pardon for leaving you all this tirac— Wdl| 
Sir, what fays my fitter ? 

Clerimont. 
She has given me fome glimmering hopes. 

, Mifs Harlow. 

Don't be uneafy about herj it fliall be as I 
pleafe — 

Clerimont. 

But with her own free confent it would be better: 
however, to you I am bound by every tie, and thus 
let me feaj a YG^—(kiJ[fes her han4'} 

Mifs Harlow. 
He certainly is a very paffionate lover. He is 
ready to e^t my hand up with kifles. I wifti my fif- 
ter faw this, {ajide.) Hufh ! I heai; Captain Cape's 
voice. The hideous Sea-monfter ! he is coming this 
way, I would hot fee him again for the world. TU 
withdraw for a nroment, Sir, You'll excufe me : 
{kiffes her hand and curtftes very low) your moft obe- 
dicnt-^-Oh ! he is a charming man, 

[Curt/^s and J&f/A 

E^tkr Capt. Caps, 

Capt, Cape. ^ 

There fliip goes, the perfidious ! Sir, I underftan^ 

your wme is Clerimont, 

Clerimont. 
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At your fefvice. Sir. 

QapTk Cape* 
Then^ draw this moment. 

Clerimont* 
lDraw> Sir ! for what ? , 

Capt. Cape. 
No evafion. Sir. 

CLEklMONTk 

Explain tht caufe. 

Capt, Cape. 

The caufe is too piaiii : your making lore to that 
lady, who went out thefe this moment. 

CleriMokt. 
That lady ! not I upon* my honour. Sin 

Capt. Cape* 
Kg fhuffling, Sir, draw^ 

CtERlMONt* 

Sir, I can repel an Injury like this: but y^t 
^uarfer is gfoundlefs. And, Sir, if ever I made- 
love to tttat lady,, I will' lay rhy bofom naked to 
your fword* That lady !*^— I reiign all manner of 
prefenfion to hen 

C^pt^ Cape. 

Vou refign her ? 

D d a CiiRi.MONT^ 
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Glirimont. 
Entirely- 

Gapt. Cape/ 
Then I am pacified, {puts lip bis /word.') 

CLEIttMONT.' 

Upon my word. Sir, I never fo tntich as tKoiifght 
of the lady. 

Enter Mr. Harlow. '' - ' 

Mr. HfARLow* 

So^ Sir, fine doings you havo^ been carrying on 
here I 

Clerimont. 
SirJ^ 

Mr. IJarloW. 
You have beeft itten^ptirig my wife, 1 find. 

Clerimont. 
Upon my word, Mr. Harlow — 

Mr. Marlow.^ 

You have behaved in a very bafe manner, arid 1 
infift upon fatisfaftion. \draws bis Jword) 

Clerimont. 

This is the ftrangeft accident ! I aflbre you, Sif) 
—only give me leave, 

Mr. 
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Mr. Harlow. 
1 will not give you lcave~I infift--'-* 

. ' Capt. Cape. 

Nay, Mr. Harlow. This is neither time or places 
and befidcs, hear the gentleman j I have been over- 
hafty, ^nd he has fati^fied me : only hear him* 

Mn Harlow* 
Sir, I will believe my own wife. Come on. Sir. 

Clerimont. 

Without caufe I cannot : I have no quarrel. Sin 
You may believe me, Mr. HaHow, when I affurc 
ym, that I came into this honufd upon honourable 
principles : induced. Sir, by my regard for Mifr 
Harlow. -^ 

Capt. Cape; 
For Mifs Harlow ! — wounds ! draw this mbmeht. 

Clerimont. 

Again ! this is downright madnefs : two upon me 
at once ! you will murder me between- you. 

Mr. HaRlow. 

There is one too many upon him fore enough : 
and fo, captain, put up your fword. 

Capt* Gape. 
Rcfign your pretcnfions to Mii« Harlow. 

Clerimont. 
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, CltKtUOlfT, 

Rcfign Mife Harlow !—- m>t for the inriv^rie * iii 
her caufc, I can be as ready as any bravo of* ye all* 

{draws his/word.) 

Mr. Harlow. 

For heaven's iakie^ Captain Capei^ mcxd^raie youf 
anger ; this is neither time nor place. I have been 
too rafh myfelf : I beg you ^ill- be pacified, (/i? put^ 
i(p.)— Mr. Clerimont iheath your fword^k 

Clerimont* 
I obey. Sin 

Mft Harlow* 

fM woulcS fet things^ tstke their cowfe ? if my Meif 
will marry the gentleman, how is he to blame?* 

WcHi arguftt^ S&r : i hxrc done >-^«Aiie is xyMtth- 
lefs woman, that's all* 

QiERIMOHT* 

A wprthkTsr wQowa, Sir! 

Cafl. Caps. 
Ajfl wor^e&r 

Clerimont* 
Damnation !— -Drawer Sir 1 - 

Kin HarLow* 

Nay, now, Mr. Clerimont, you ^e too waftui 

and 



A C O M E D Y. m^ 

and there's a gentleman coming-— this is your uncle^ 
[ fuppofe. 

CLERlWaNT. 

It is, and he comes opportunely. 

JB/Z^r Mr. He4Rtw£ll* 

Mr. Harlow, (afide.) 

ril wave all difputes now, that I may conclude 
my fiftcr's marriage. 

Heartwell.* 

My nephew has informed me. Sir, of th^ honor 
you have done him, and I am come to ratify the 
treaty by my confent. 

Mr, Harlow, 

I thought it neceflary to have the advice of Mr. 
Clerimont's Friends, as he is very young, and my 
filler not very handfome. 

She is an angel, Sir. 

Heartwell. 

Patience, Charles, patience. My nephew^s eftate 
will provide for his eldeft born, and upon the 
younger branches of hi^ marriage, I mean to fettle 
my fortune. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Generoully fpoken. Sir, and after that declaration, 
there, is i>o occafion for delay. Who waits there ? 

—tell the ladies they arc wanted. 

HfiARTWELLk 
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Heartwell. 
I have ever loved my nephew, and fince he tells 
me he has made a good choice, I Ihall be glad to 
fee him happy. 

Capt. Cape. 

But, Sir, let me tell you, that your nephew has 
ufed me bafely, and Sir — 

Mr. Harlow. 

Po ! Captain Cape, now you are wrong again : 
^very thing was fettled between us in the other room: 
recolleft yourfelf J I beg you will — Oh! here come 
the ladies. 

Enter Mrs. Harlow and Mifs Harlow. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Now, Cfter, you fliall fee that I have completed 
my conqucft. 

Clerimont. 

At length, I am happy indeed ! my lovely, 
charming bride ! thus let me fnatch thee to my 
heart, and thus, and thus — {embraces Mrs. Harlow^) 

Mr. Harlow. 
Death and diflraftion ! before my face—- 

{pujhing him awoj) 

Clerimont. 
Prithee indulge my tranfport : my life, my ^xi- 
gel! 



Mn 
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Mr. Harlow; 
I defire you will defift. Sir : thefe liberties may 
provoke me too far, 

Clerimont. 
Nay, nay, prithee be quiets my charming, charm-, 
ing wife ! 

Mr. Harlow. 
That lady is not your wife. 

Clerimont. 

How my wife, not my wife !— extafy and blifs ! 

Mr. Harlow. 

Come, come. Sir, this is too much : I defire — 

Clerimont. 
Ha ! ha ! you are very pleafant. Sir. 

Mr. Harlow. 
This is downright madnefs, but it (hall not cx- 
cufe you : that lady is my wife. 

Clerimont. 
Sir!' 

Mr. Harlow. 
I %, Sir, that lady is my wife. 

Capt. Cap£. 
Ha! ha! I fee through this: it is a comedy of 
errors, I believe. (Jtngs) 

Heartwell. 
^hat does all this mean? 

Clerimont. 
Your wife. Sir ! 
Vol. n. E e Mx- 
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Mr. Harlow. 
Yes, my wife : and there is my filler, if you 
pleafe to take her. 

Clerimont. 
Sir! 

Mr. Harlow. 
Sir, this is the lady whom you havcdefiredin 
marriage. 

Clerimont. 

Who I, Sir ? I beg your pardon : that lady I took 
to be your wife {pointing to Mifs Harlow.) — and that 
lady (pointing to Mrs. Harlow.) I took to be your fif- 
tcr. 

Capt. Cape and Mrs. Harlow, 
Ha! ha! ha!-- 

^ Mifs Harlow. 

How ! how is this ? have I been made a fool of 
all this time ? furies ! torture ! madnefs ! 

Capt. Cap^. 
Ha ! ha !— my lady fair is taken in, I think. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
Sifter, the men don't fee with my eyes — ha! ha! 

Capt. Cape. 
Ha ! ha ! the gentleman is no dangler. Ma'am. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Harlow, 
This is a complete conqueft my fifter has made. 

Mifs Harlow. 

I can't bear this — Sir, I defire I may not be made 
a jeft of- — did not you folicit me? importune 
me ? 

Clerimont. 

For your intereft in that lady, whom I took for 
Mifs Harlow. I beg your pardon if I am miftaken : 
I hope there it no harm done. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Yes, Sir, but there is harm done. I am made 
fport of; expofed to derifion — Oh ! I cannot bear 
this- -I cannot bear it — (cries) 

Mrs. Harlow. 

Don't cry, fifler : fome faces preferve their bloom 
longer than others you know — ha ! ha ! 

Capt. Cape. 
Loll toll loU^- 

Heartwell. 

This is all a riddle to me : is that lady your 
wife. Sir ? 

Mr. Harlow. 
She is. Sir. 

Heartwell. 

And pray nephew ; you took that lady for Mr. 
Harlow's fifter, I fuppofe. 

E e 2 Cle- 
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Clerimont. 
I did. Sir. I beg pardon for the trouble I have 
given— I am in fueh confufion, I can hardly — 

Heartwell. 

Well, well ! the thing is cleared up, and you have 
been proceeding upon a miftake. But you fhould 
have known what ground you went upon— ha ! ha! 
I can't help laughing neither. 

Mr. Harlow. 

Why faith, nor I— ha ! ha ! 

Clerimont. 

Since matters have turned out fo unexpeftedly, I 
beg pardon for my miftake, and Sir, I takjs my 
ItzyG—'CgaingJ 

Mifs Harlow. 

And will you treat me in this manner. Sir? Will 
you draw me into fuch a fcrape, and not — 

Clerimont. 

Madam, that gentleman would cut my throat: 
his claim is prior to mine ; and I dare fay, he will be 
very glad to be reconciled. 

Mifs Harlow. 

You are a bafc man then, and I rcje6t you. Cap- 
tain Cape I fee my error, and I refign myfelf to 
you. 

Capt. Cape. 
No, Madam, I beg to be excufed. I have been 
a dangler too long. I ought to have been a brifker 
lover. I Ihall endeavour to furvive it. Madam ; I 

won't 
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won't do myfelf a mifchief : I have my anfwer, and 
I am off. Madam. Loll toll loll — 

Mrs, Harlow. 
Ha ! ha ! I told you this my dear fifter. 

Clerimont. 

Madam, I dare fay the gentleman will think bet- 
ter of it. Mr. Harlow, I am forry for all this eonfu- 
fion, and I beg pardon of the whole company for 
my miftake. Mrs. Harlow, I wifli you all happi- 
nefs, Ma'am-— Angelic creature ! what a misfortune 
to lofe her ! \_Bows and Exit. 

Capt. Cape. 

And I will follow his example — Mifs Harlow I 
wifh you all happinefs. Angelic creature ! what a 
rpisfortune to lofe her !— Upon my foul I think you 
a mod admirable jilt, and fo now you may go, and 
bewail your virginity in the mountains— -loll toll 
loll — [£v//. 

Mifs Harlow. 

Oh ! oh ! I can't bear to be thus difgraced. I'll 
go and hide myfelf from the world for ever. The 
men are all favages, barbarians, monfters, and I hate 
the whole fex. [^Exit. 

Mrs. Harlow. 

My dear fifter, with her beauty and her conqucfts, 
ha! ha! 

Mr. Harlow. 
Ha! ha! whimfical and ridiculous ! 

Heart- 
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Heartwell. 

Sir, my nephew is young : I am forry for this 
fcene of errors, and I hope you'll afcribe the whole 
to his inexperience. 

Mr. Harlow. 
I certainly fhall. Sir. 

Mrs. Harlow. 
I cautioned my fifter fufficiently about this mat- 
ter, but vanity got the better of her, and leaves her 
now a whimfical inftance of folly and afFeftation. 

In vain the Faded Toast her mirror tries. 
And counts the cruel murders of her eyes ; 
For Ridicule, fly-peeping o'er her head. 
Will point the rofes and the lillies dead ; 
And while, fond fou! ! flie weaves her niyrtle chain, 
She proves a fubjeft of the comic ftrain. 
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Young Wilding, Beaufort, and Will following. 

Wilding. 

HA, ha, my dear Beaufort ! a fiery young fellow 
like you, melted down into a fighing, love- 
Cck dangler after a high heel, a well-turned ancle, 
and a Ihort petticoat ! 

Beaufort. 

Pr^ythee, my dear Wilding, fpare your raillery. 
Maria's charms — 

Wilding. y 

Maria's charms ! And fo now you would fain 
grow wanton in her praife, and make me liften . to 
your raptures about my own fitter ! Ha ! ha, poor 
Beaufprt ! Is my fitter at home. Will ? 

Will. 
She is. Sir. 

V/lLDING. 

How long has my father been gone out ? 
Vol. n. F f Will. 



I 
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Will. 

• • • 

This haur. Sir. 

V- Wilding. 

Very well. Pray give Mr. Beaufort's compliments 
to my fifter. If (lie is vifible this morning, he will 
wait upon her. {Exit Will.) You will be glad to 
fee her I fuppofe, Charles. 

Beaufort. 
I live but in her prefence. 

Wilding. 

Live but in her prefence ! How the devil could 
the young baggage raife this riot in your heart? 
'Tis more than her brother could ever do with any 
of her fex. 

Beaufort. 

Nay, you have no reafon to complain. You are 
come up to town, poft-hafte, to marry a wealthy ci- 
tizen's daughter, who only faw you laft feafon at 
Tunbridge, and has been languilliing for you ever 
fince. 

Wilding. 

• That's more than I do for her ; and, to tell you 
the truth, more than I believe flie does for me. This 
is a match of prudence, man ! bargain and fale ! My 
reverend dad and the old put of a citizen finiflied the 
bufinefs at Lloyd'§ cofFee-houfe by inch of candle: 
a mere transfer of property ! — " Give your fon to 
" my daughter, and I will give my daughter to your 
*' fon." That's the whole affair, and fo I am jult ar- 
rived to conliimmate the nuptials. 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. ;;. 

Thou art the happieft fellow ! * 

t J 
Wilding. " t f 

Happy ! fo I am. What fhould I be dtherwlfe 
for? If Mifs Sally — upon my foul I forget her 
name. , 

Beaufort. 
Wdl ! that is fo like you — Mifs Sally Philpot. 

Wilding. 

Ay! very true: Mifs Sally Philpot. She will 
bring fortune fufBcient to pay off an old incumbrance 
upon the family-eftate, and my father is to fettle 
handfomely upon me. I have reafon to be contented 
have not I ? 

Beaufort. 

And are you willing to marry her without one 
fpark of love for her ? 

Wilding. 

Lx)ve! Why! make myfelf ridiculous enough, 
by marryiijg, don't I, without being in love into the 
bargain ? What ! am I t;o pine for a girl that is 
willing to go to bed to me ? Love of all things ! 
My dear Beaufort, one fees fo many people breathing 
raptures about each other before marriage, and din- 
ning their infipidity into the ears of all their ac- 
quaintance J " My dear Ma'am, don't you think 
" him a fweet man ? a charminger creature never 
" was." Then he, on his fide — " My life, my an- 
" gel, oh ! Ihe's a paradife of ever blooming fwcets !". 
And then in a month's 'time, " He's a perfidious 

F f 2 "wretch! 
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'* wretch ! I wifh I had never fecn his face: the devil 
'* was in rne when I had any thing to fay to him." 
" A plague go with her for an inanimated piece ; I 
'^ wilh fhc had poifoned herfelf with aH. my heart." 
That is ever the way ; and fo you fee love is all non- 
fenfe ; vrtll enough to furnifh romances for boys and 
girls at circulating libraries i that is all, take my 
word for it. 

• Beaufort. 

Pho ! this is all idle talk i and, in the mean time, 
I am ruin'd. 

Wilding. 
How fo ? 

Beaufort. 

Why, you know the old couple have bargain'd for 
your fifter. 

Wilding. 

Bargained for her ! And will you pretend you are 
in love ? Can you look tamely on and fee her bar- 
tered away at Garraway's, like cochineal, or indigo ? 
Marry her privately, man, and keep it a fecret till 
my affair is over. 

Beaufort. 
My dear Wilding, will you propofe it to her ? 

Wilding. 

With all my heart. She is very long a coming. 
rU tell you what, if Ihe has a fancy for you, cany 
heroff at once. But, perhaps, (he has a mind to this 
cub of a jcitizcn, Mifs Sally's brother. 

BlAU- 
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Beaufojit. 
Oh, no ! he's her averfion. 

Wilding. 

I have never feen any of the family but my wife 
that is to be : my father-in-law, and my brother-in- 
law, I know nothing of them. What fort of a fel- 
low is the fon? 

Beaufort. 

Oh ! a diamond of the firft water ; a buck. Sir, a 
blood! every night at this end of the, town 5 at 
twelve next day he fneaks about the 'Change, in a 
little bit of a frock and a bob -wig, and looks like a 
fedate book-keeper in the eyes of all who behold 
him. ^ 

Wilding. 
Upon my word, a gentleman of fpirit. 

Beaufort. 

Spirit! He drives a phaeton two ftoiy high, 
keeps his girl at this end of the town, and is the gay 
George Philpot all round Covent- Garden. 

Wilding. 
Oh, brave ! — and the father ? 

Beaufort. 

The father. Sir — But here comes Maria i take 
his pidlure from her. (Jhe fings within^ 

Wilding. 

Hey ! Ihe is mufical this morning; fhe holds her 
ufual ipirits, I find. 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. 

YeSj the fpirit of eighteen, with the idea of a 
lover in her head. 

Wilding. 

Ay ! and fuch a lover as you too ! Though ftill 
in her teens, Ihe can play upon all your foibles, and 
treat you as (he does her monkey, tickle you, tor- 
iflent you, enrage you, footh you, exalt you, deprefs 
you, pity you, laugh at you — Ecce ftgnum I ^ 

^ Enter Maria. {Jinging) 

Wilding. 

The fame giddy girl ! Come, my dear fiftcr, 
have done with your fooling. 

Maria. 

Be quiet, brother ; let me have my own wayi I 
will go through my fong. (fings) 

Wilding. 
I have not feen you this age ; alk me how I do? 

Maria. 

I won't afk you how I do : I won't take any no- 
tice of you, I don't know you. 

Wilding. 

Do you know this gentleman then ? Will you 
fpeak to him ? " 

Maria. 

No, I won't fpeak to him i I'll fing to him ; it's 
my humour to fing. (Jings) 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. 

Be fcrious but for a moment, Maria ; my all de- 
pends upon it. 

Maria. 

Oh ! fweet Sir, you are dying, are you ? Then 

pofitively I will fing the fong ; for it is a defcription 

of yourfelf {Sheftngs a little) Brother, ho^ do you 

do? -{kijfeshim) Say nothing, don't interfupt me. 

i/mgs) 

Wilding. 
Have you feen your city lover yet ? ^ 

Maria. 

No J but I long to fee him -, 1 fancy he is a cu - 
riofity. 

Beaufort. 
Long to fee him, Maria ! 

Maria. 
Yes', long to fee him — (Beaufort fiddles with his 
lip, and looks thoughtful) Brother, brother ! {jgoes to 
him Joftly, beckons him to look at Beaufort) do you fee 
that ? {jnimicks him) Mind him i ha, ha. 

Beaufort^ 

Malce me ridiculous if you will, Maria; fo do you 
don't make me unhappy, by marrying this citizen. 

Maria. 
And would not you have me marry. Sir ? What, 
I muft lead a fingle life to pleafe you, muft I ? ' Up; 

on 
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on my word you are a pretty gentleman to make 
laws for me. (Jings) 

Can it bty $r hy laWy cr hy equity faidy 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid? 

Wilding, 

Come, come, Mifs Pert, compoie yourfelf a little: 
this will never do. 

Maria. 

My crofs, ill-natured brother ! But it will do. 
Lord ! what do you both call me hither to plague 
me ? I won't ftay among ye — a Phoneur^ a Vhoneur 
^—(running away) a I'honeur. 

Wilding. 

Hey, hey, Mifs Notable ! come back^ you mufl: 
ftay. (forces her back) 

Maria. 
Well, well } what do you want ? . 

Wilding. 
Come, truce with your frolicks;^ Mifs Hoyden, 
and behave like a fenfible girl ; we have ferious bu- 
finefs with you. 

Maria. 

Have you ? Well, come, I will be fenfible- 
There, I blow all my folly away : 'tis gone, gone* 
and now I'll talk fenfe. Is that a fenfible face ? 

Wilding. 

Po, be quiet, and hear what we have to fay. to 
you. 

Maria. 
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Maria. 

I will, I am quiet. It is charming weather; it 
will be good for the country, this will. 

Wilding. 
Ridiculous ! how can you be fo fdly ? 

Maria. 

Blefs me ! I never faw any thing like you. There 
is no fuch thing as fatisfying you. I am fure it was 
very good fenfe, what I faid. ' Papa talks in that 
manner. Well ! Til be filent then : I won't fpeak 
at all i will that fatisfy you ? {looks fullen) 

Wilding. 

Abfurd ! no more of this folly, but mind what is 
faid to you. You have not feen your city lover, yow 
fay? 

(Maria Jhrugs her Jhoulders^ and Jhakes her head) 

Wilding. 
Why don't you anfwer ? 

Beaufort. 

-My dear Maria, put me out of pain. 

(Maria Jhrugs her Jhoulders again) 

Wilding. 
ril pinch a piece out of your arm, if you don't 
anfwer. 

Maria. 
Why, no, then 5 no, no, no, no, no, no i I tell 
yoii no. 

Vol. IK G g Wild- 
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Wilding. 
Ridiculous ! Don't be a girl always* ^ 

Maria. 

Why don't I tell you I have not fcen him ? But 
I am to fee him this very day. 

Beaufort. 
To fee him this day, Maria ? 

MARfA. 

Ha, ha! — look there, brother; he is beginning 
again. But don't frighten yourfelf, and I'll tell you 
all about it. My papa comes to me this morning — 
by the by, he mjJces a fright of himfelf with this 
ftrange drefs — Why does he not drefs as other gen- 
tlemen do, brother ? . 

Wilding. 

He dreffes like his brother fox-hunters in Wilt- 
fhire. 

Maria. 

But when he comes to town, I wifh he would do 
as other gentlemen do here. I am almoft afhamcd 
of him. But he comes to me this morning- -" Hoic! 
" hoic ! our Moll — Where is the fly pufs ? Tally 
" ho !"-— Did you want me papa ? — " Come hither, 
*' Moll, I'll gee you a hufband, my girl ; one that 
'* has mettle enow ; he'll take cover, I warrant uni 
" blood to the bone." 

Beaufort. 
There now, Wilding, did not I tell you this ? 

Wii^D- 



A C t) M E D Y. 227 

Wilding. 
Where are you to fee the young citizen ? 

' Maria. 

Wy, papa will be at home in an hour, and then 
he intends to drag me into the city with him, and 
there the fweet creature is to be introduced to me. 
The old gentleman, his father, is delighted with 
me : but 1 hate him, an old ugly thing. 

Wilding. 
I never faw him : what fort of a being is he ? 

Maria, 

Why, he looks like the pidlure of Avarice, fitting 
with pleafure upon a bag of rnoney, and trembling 
for fear any body fhould come and take it away. 
He has got fquare-toed flioes, and little tiny buckles, 
a brown coat, *with fmall round brafs buttons, that 
looks as if tliey were new in my great-grandmother's 
time, and his face all Ihrivelled and pinched with 
care, and he ftiakes his head like a Mandarine upon 
a chimney-piece — " Ay, ay. Sir Jafper, you are 
<^ right-— and then he grins at me— -I profels Ihe is 
*' a very pretty bale of goods. Ay, ay, and my fon . 
*^ Bob is a very fenfible lad — a^y, ay ! I will under- 
** write their happinefs for one ^nd a half per 
« cent." 

Wilding. 

Thank you, my dear girl j thank you for this: ac- 
count of my relations. 

Beaufort* 

Deftruftion to my hopes ! Surely, my dear angel> 
if you have any regard for me— - 

G g 2c Maria* 
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Maria. 
There, there, there he is frightened again. 

(Jtngs Deareft creature, fcf^.) 

Wilding. 

No more of thefe airs : liften to me, and FU in- 
ftruft you how to manage them all. 

Maria. - 

Oh ! my dear brother, you are very good. But 
don't miftake yourfelf j though juft come from a 
boarding-fchool, give me leave to manage for my- 
felf. There is in this cafe a man I like, and a 
man I don't like — It is not you 1 like {to Beaufort) 

No — I hate you But let this little head alone y I 

I know what to do : I fhall know how to prefer one, 
and get rid of the other. 



&^ 



Beaufotct. 
What will you do, Maria? 

Maria. 

Ho ! ho ! that face is enough to make me die with 
laughing. (Jtngs) 

Do not grieve me^ 
Oh I relieve mey &c. 

Wilding. 

Come, come, you fhall liften to me. The old 
cit, you fay, admires you for your underftanding; 
and his fon would not marry you, unlefs he found 
-you a girl of itnk and fpirit ? 

Maria. 
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Maria. 

Even fo : ^ that is the tharadter of your giddy 
fifter. 

Wilding. 
Why then Til tell you. You fliall make him hate 
you for a fool, and fo let the refufal come from him- 
felf. 

Maria. 
But how — how, my dear brother ? Tell me how? 

Wilding. 

Why you have feen a play with me, where a man 
pretends to be a downright country oaf, in order to 
rule a wife and have a wife. 

Maria. 

Very well — what then ? — what then ? — Oh ! I 
have it ; I underftand you ; fay no more ; 'tis 
charming ; I like it of all things ; I'll .do it, I will ; 
and I will fo plague him, that he ihan't know what 
to make of me. He fhall be a very toad-eater to 
me; the four, the fweet, the bitter, he fhall fwallow 
all, and all fhall work upon him alike for my diver- 
fion. Say nothing of it : it's all among ourfclvcs j 
but I won't be criiel. I hate ill-nature, and then 
who knows but I may take a fancy to him ? 

Beaufort. 
Why will you alarm me thus ? 

Mari^. 

Oh ! now you are beginning again. 

[Sings, Voi Amanti, &c. and Exit. 

B£AU- 



ajo THE CITIZEN: 

Beaufort. 

'Sdeath, Wilding, I fhall never be your brother- 
in-law at this rate. 

Wilding. 

Pfhaw, follow me ; don't be apprehenfive. FU 
give her further inftruftions, ana fhe will execute 
them I warrant you. The old fellow's daughter 
Ihall be mine, and the fon may go fhift for himfelf 
clfewhere. [Exettnt. 

SCENE II. Old Philpot's House, 
Enter Oi<d Philpot, Dapper, and Quilldrive. 

Old Philpot, 

Quilldrive, have thofe dollars been fent to the 
Bank, as I ordered ? 

Quilldrive, 
They have. Sir, 

- Old Philpot. 

^ Very well !— Mr. Dapper, I am not fond of v/rit- 
ing any thing of late 5 but at your requeft — 

Dapper, 
You know I would not offer you a bad policy. 

Old Philpot. 
I believe it. Well, ftep with me to my clofet, 
and I. will look at your policy. • How much do you 
want upon it ? 

Dap- 
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Dapper. 

Three thoufand ; you had better take that fum ; 
there are very good names upon it. 

Old Philpot. 

Well, well, ftep with me, and Til talk to you. 
Quildrive, run with thofe bills for acceptance. This 
way, Mr. Dapper, this way. ^Exeunl. 

QuiLLDRIVE /^Jtu. 
QUILLDRIVE. 

A miferiy old curmudgeon ! digging, digging 
money out of the very hearts of mankind ; conftant- 
\v fcraping together,* and yet trembling with anxiety 
for fear ot coming to want. A canting old hypo- 
crite ! and yet under his veil of fanftity, he has a li- 
quoriih tooth left ; running to the other end of the 
town flily eveiy evening, and there he has his foil- 
tary pleafures in holes and corners. 

George peeping in. 

George Philpot. 
Hift, hift !— QuiUdrive ! 

QuiLLDRIVE, 7^ 

Ha, Maftcr George ! 

George. 
Is Square-toes at home ? 

Quilldrivi. 



He is. 



George, 



23^ THE CITIZEN: 

George. 
Has he aiked for me ? 

QuiLLDRIVE^ 

He has. 

George, (walks in on tvp-toe) 
Does he know I did not lie at home ? 

QuiLLDRlVB. 

No ; I funk that upon him, 

George. 
Well done ; FU give you a choice gelding to cany 
you to Dulwich of a Sunday. Damnation ! up all 
night ; ftripped of nine hundred pounds ; pretty 
well for one night ! — Picqued, repic'qued, llamm'd, 
and capotted every deal ! — Old Dry-beard Ihall pay 
all. Is forty-feven good ? No — Fifty good ? No ! 
no, no, no— to the end of the chapter — Cruel luck! 
Damn me, its life tho'— -this is life — 'fdeath ! I hear 
him coming (runs off and peeps y^-noy all's fafe — I 
mud not be caught in thefe cloaths, Quilldrive. 

QuiLLDRIVE. 

How come you did not leave them at Madam 
Corinna's, as you generally do ? 

George. 

I was afraid of being too late for old Square-toes, 
and fo I v/hipt into a hackney-coach, and drove with 
the v/indows up, as if I was afraid of a bum-baileyv 
— Pretty cloaths, an't they ? 

Qua- 
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QuiLLDRIVJE. 



GEORdfc. 

Reach me one of my mechanic city frocks* No 
— ttay — it's in the next room, an't it ? 

QuiLLDRIVE, 

Yes, Sir. 

George. 
I'll run and flip it on in a twinkle. [ExU. 

QuiLLDRIVE foluS. 
QUILLDRIVE. 

Mercy on xis ! what a life does he lead ? Old 
Cqjer within here will fcrape together for him, and 
the moment young matter comes to pofleflion, " 111 
" got, ill gone," I warrant me. A hard card I have 
to play between 'em both : drudging for the old 
man, and pimping for the young one. The father 
IS a refervoir of riches, and the fon a fountain to play 
it all away in vanity, vice, and folly. ' 

Re-enter George. 

George. 

Now Fm equipp'd for the city. Damn the city : 
I wifli the Papiflies would fet fire to it again. I hate 
to be beating the hoof here among them. Here 
comes father-r-noi — it's Dapper — Quildrive, Til 
give you the gelding. 

Vol. II.- % H .h ^ Qcjil- 
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QuiLLDRIV^. 

Thank you. Sir. , [£y//* 

Enter Dapper. 

I>APP^R, 

Why you look like a devil, George. 

George. 
Yes, I have been up all night ; loft all"my money, 
and I am afraid I muft fmafh for it. 

Dap^r. 

Smafli for it ! What have I let you into the fe- 
cret for? Have not I advifed you trade upon your 
own account ? and you feel the fweets of it. How 
much do you owe in the city ? 

George. 
At leaft twenty thoufand. 

Dapper. 
Poh, that's nothing ! ^ 3ring it up to fifty or fixty 
thotifand, and then give 'em a'gdod tlow up at once. 
I have enfured the ftiip for you. , 

George. 
Have you ? 

Dapper. 

The policy's full 5 I h^ve jiift touched your father 
for the laft three thouferid. 

George. 
Excellent ! Are the goods re-landed ? 

Dap- ' 
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Dapper. 

Every bale. I have had them up tQ town,, and 
fdd theni all to a packer for you. 

George. 
Bravo !—- -and the fliip is loaded with lubbifha I 
fuppofe. 

0APPER. 

Yes ; and is now proceeding on her voyage. 

Georgp. 

And to-morrow, or n^xt day, we jfhdl hear of her 
being loft on the Goddwin S%nds, or funk between 
the Needles. 

Dapper. 
Certainly. 

George. 

Admirable ! and then we fhall come upon the 
Underwriters, 

Dapper. 
Direftly. 

George. 

My dear Dapper ! (embraces him) 

Dapper. 

Yes ; I do a dozen every year. How do you 
think I can live as I do, otherwife ? 

George. 
Very true^ Ihali you be at the club after 'Change? 

H h 2 Dap- 
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Dapper. 
Without fail. 

George. 

That's right ; it will be a full meeting : we fliall 
have Nat Pig-tail, the dry-falter, there j and Bob 
Reptile, the 'Change-broker; and Soberfides, the 
banker. We (hall all be there. We fhall have deep 
doings. 

Dapper, 
Yes, yes ; well, a good morning j I muft go now, 
apd fill up a policy for a ihip that has been loft 
thefe three days. 

George, 
My dear Dapper, thou art the beft of friends. 

Dapper, 

Ayi rU ftand by you, Jt will be time enough 
for you to break, when you fee your father near his 
end ; then give 'em a tumble ; put yourfelf at the 
head of his fortune, and begin the world again — 
Gqo4 morning, [Exif, 

George, /olus. 

Dapper, adieu — ^Who now in my fituation would 
envy any of your great folks at the court-end ! A 
Lord has nothing to depend upon but his eftate : 
he can't fpend you sL hundred thoufand pounds of 
other people's money. No — no. I had rather be 
a little bob-wig citizen, in good credit, than a com-^ 
miffioner of the cuftoms. Commiflioner ! The 
King has hot fo good a thing in his gift, as a com- 
niiflion of bankruptcy. Don't we fee them all with 

their 
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their country feats at Hogfden, and Kentifli-town, 
and Newington-butts, and Iflington 5 with their 
flying Mercuries tipt on the top of the houfe, their 
ApoUos, their Venus's and their leaden Herculcs's 
in the gardens and themfelves fitting before the 
door, with pipes in their mouths, waiting for a good 
digeftion ? Wounds ! here comes old Muckworm ! 
Now for a few dry maxims of left-handed wifdom, 
to prove myfelf a fcoundrel in fentiment, and pafs in 
his eyes for a hopeful young man likely to do well 
in the world. 

Enfer Old Philpot. 

Old Philpqt. 
Twelve times twelve is a hundred and forty-four. 

George. 

ni attack him in his own way — Commiffion at 
two and a half per cent — 

Old Philpot. 

There he is, intent upon bufinefs ! What, plod- 
ding, George ? 

George. 
Thinking a little of the main chance. Sir. 

Old Philpot. 
That's right ; it is a wide world, George. 

George. 

Yes, Sir, but you inftrudted me early in the rudi- 
ments of trade. 

Old' 
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Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay ! I inftilled good prineiples into thfic. 

George. 

So you did. Sir. Principal and intereft is all I 
I ever heard from him. {ajide) I fhall never for- 
get the ftory you recommended to my earlieft no- 
tice. Sir. 

Old Philpot. 

What was that, George ? It is quite out of my 
head. 

George. 

It itemed how Mr. Thomas Inkte, of London> 
merchant, was caft away, and was afterwards pro- 
tefted by a young lady, who grew in love with him, 
and how he afterwards bargained with a planter to 
fell her for a flave. 

Old Philpot. . 
Ay, ay, (laughs) I recoUeft it now» 

George. 

And when flie pleaded being with child by him, 
he was no otherwifc moved than to raife his price, 
and make her turn to better account. 

Old Philpot. (iurjis into a laugh) 

I remember it. Ha, ha! — there was the very 
fpirit of trade ! ay — ay — ha, ha ! 

. George. 
There was calculation for you — 

Old 



r 
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Otfe Philpot. 



Ay,ay. 



George. 

The Rule of Three — If one gives me fo much^ 
what will two give me ? 

Old Philtot* 
Ay, ay. (^laughs) 

George. 
That was a hit. Sir. 

Olq Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George. 
That was having his wits about him. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay, ay ! It is a leffon for all young men. It was 
a hit indeed, ha ! tta ! (htb laugh) 

George. 
What an old negro it is. (ajide) 

Old Philpot. 
Thou art a fon after my own heart, George. 

George.- 

Trade muft be minded, A penny faved, is z 

penny got. 
• 

Old 
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Old Philpot. 
Ay> ay ! (Jhakes his heady and looks cunning 

George. 

He that hath money in his purfe, won't want^ 
head on his fhoulders. 

Old Philpot^ 
Ay, ay. 

George. 

Rome was not built in a day. Fortunes are made 
by degrees. Pains to get, care to keep, and fear ta 
lofe. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George. 
He that lies in bed, his eftatc feels it. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay, the good boy. 

George. 

The old Curmudgeon! (ajide) think nothing 
mean that brings in an Jioneft penny. 

Old Philpot. 

The good boy ! George, I have great hopes of 
thee. 

George. 

Thanks to your example i you have taught mc to 

be 
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be cautious in this wide world. Love your neigh- 
bour, but don't'puU down your hedge. 

Old Philpot, 

I profefs it is a wife faying — I never heard it 
before 5 it is a wife faying ; and fliews how cautious 
we (hould be of too much confidence in friendlhip. 

George. 
Very true. 

Old Philpot. 
Friendfhip has nothing to do with trade. 

George. 
No — It only draws a man in to lend money. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay. 

George. 

there was your neighbour's fon, Dick Worthy, 
who was always cramming his head with Greek and 
Latin at fchool ; he wanted to borrow of me the 
other day, but I was too cunning. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay, ay — let him draw bills of exchange in Greek 
and Latin, and fee where he will get a pound fter- 
ling for them. 

George. 

So I told him. I went to his garret in the Mino- 
ries ; and there I found him in all his mifery ! and a 
fine fcene it was. There was his wife in a corner of 

Vol. IL I i the 



a42 THE CITIZEN: 

the room, at a walhing-tub, up to the elbows in 
fuds ; a folitary pork-ft2ce was dangling by a bit of 
pack-thread, before a melancholy fire; himfclf 
feated at a three-legged table, writing a pamphlet a- 
gainft the German war ; a child upon his left knee, 
his right leg employed in rocking a cradle with a 
brattling in it. And fo there was bufinefs enough 
for them all. His wife rubbing away, (mimicks a 
wafhenvoman) and he writing on, " The King of 
** Pruflla fhaJl have no more fubfidies; Saxony Ihall 
** be indemnified — He Ihan't have a foot in Silefia." 
There's a fweet little baby ! {to the child on bis 
knee) then he rock'd the cradle, hufh ho ! hufh ho ! 
— then twilled the grifldn, (/naps bU fingers) hufti 
ho ! " The Ruffians fhall have Pruffia/' {writes) 
Hufh ho ! hulh ho ! — round goes the grifldn 
again, (/naps his finger—jwritesJ-^-^ind fo you have 
a pidhire of the whole farinily. 

Old PkiLPOT, 
Ha ! ha ! what becomes of his Greek and Latin 
now ? Fine words butter no parfnips. He had no 
money from you, I fuppofe, George ? 

George. 
Oh ! no } charity begins at home, fays !• 

Old Philpot. 

And it was wifely faid, I have an excellent fay- 
ing when any man wants to borrow of me, I a(P 
ready with my joke — " A fool and his money art 
^^ foon parted" — ha, ha, ha! 

George. 
Ha, ha ! A wittier faying there never was. 
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Old Philpot* 

No; that^s the truth g^ wit. A fool and hii 
money are foon parted^— haj ka, ha ! 

Georce. 
Now if I can wring a handfome fum out of him, 
it will prove the tnjth'bf what he fayjB. {aftde) And 
yet trade has its inconveniencics. .Great houfes 
ftc^pLng payment ! 

Old PrtiLPoT. 

Hey-— what! you lode chagrin'd !— Nothing of 
that fort has happened to thee> I hope ? 

Georoe. 

A great houfe at Cadiz — Don jfohn dc Alvarada 
-—The Spaniih Galleons not making quick returns 
—-and fo my bills are come back. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay ! — {Jhahs his bead) 

George* 
I have indeed a remittance from Meflina. That 
voyage yields thirty^ per cent, profit : but this blow 
coming upon me — 

Old Philpot. 
Why this is unlucky : how much money ? 

George* 
Three and twenty hundred* 

Old Philpot. 

G€<>rge> too many eggs in one bafket, I tell thee, 
I i 2 George, 
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George, I expeft Sir Jafper Wilding here prefently 
to conclude the treaty of marriage I have on foot for 
thee : hufh this up, fay nothing of it, and in a day 
or two you may pay thcfe bills with his daughter^ 
portion. 

George. 

The old rogue ! {afide) That will never do, I 
Ihall be blown upon 'Change : Alvarada will pay in 
time : he has opened his affairs s he appears a good 
man. 

Old Philpot* 
Does he ? 

George. 

A great fortune- left; will begin to pay in fix 
monhts ; but I muft crack before that. 

Old Philpot. 
It is unlucky ! A good man you fay he is ? 

George. 
Nobody better. 

Old Philpot. 
Let me fee : fuppofe I lend this money. 

George. 
Ah, Sir. 

Old Philpot, 
How much is your remittance from Mefllna? 

G£ORG£r 
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George. 
Seven hundred and fiftyi 

Old Philpot. 
Then you want fifteen hundred and fifty. 

XjEORCE. 

Eicaftly. 

Old Philpot. 
Don Alvarada is a good man you fay ? 

George. 
Perfedly good. 

Old Philpot. 

I will venture to lend the money. You muft al- 
low me commiflion upon thofe bills for taking them 
up for honour of the drawer. 

George. 

Agreed, 
i 

Old Philpot. 

Lawful intereft, while I am out of my money. 

George. 
I fubfcribe. 

' Old Philpot. 

A power of attorney to receive the money from 
Alvarada, when he makes a payment. 

PHIt- 
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Philpot* 
You fhall have it. 

Old Philpot^ 
Your own bond, 

George^ 
To be fure. 

Old Philpot. 

Go and get me a check. You Ihall havt a 
draught on the bank. 

George. 
Yes, Sir. (s^ing) 

Old Philpot^ 

But ftay. I had forgot : I muft fell out for this. 
Stocks are under par. You mufl: pay the diffe-^ 
rence, 

George. 

Was ever fuch a leech ! (afide) By all means* 
Sir. 

Old PhilpoT. 
Step and get me a check. 

George. 
A fool and his money arc fgon parted, {afide!) 

[Exit* 

Old Philpot, /olus* 
What with commiffion, lawful intereft, and his 

pay* 
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paying the difFerence of the ftocks, which are higher 
now than when I bought in, this will be no bad 
morning's work j and then in the evening, I fhall be 
in the rareft fpirits for this new adventure I am re- 
recommended to. Let me fee what is the lady's 
name, {takes a letter out) Corinna! Ay, ay, by 
the defcription fhe is a bale of goods. I fhall be in 
rare fpirits. Ay, this is the way, to indulge one's 
paflions and yet conceal theni, and to mind one's 
pufinefs in the city, as if one had no paflions at all, 
I long for the evening methinks. Body o'me— I 
am a young man ftilh . 

Enter Quilldrive. 

QuiLLDRIVE. 

Sir Jafper Wilding, Sir, and his daughter* 

Old Philpot. 
I am at home. 

Enter Sir Jasper and Maria. 
(Sir Jasrer drejfed as a f ox-hunter y and Jingingy 

Old Philpot. 
Sir Jafper, your very humble fervant. 

Sir Jasper. 
Matter Philpot, I be glad to zee ye, I be indeed. 

.Old Philpot. 

The like compliment to you. Sir Jafper, Mifs 
Maria, I kifs your fair hand. 



Maria. 
Sir, your moft obedient. 



Sif 



\ 
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Sir Jasper. 

Ay, ay, I ha brought un to zee you. There's my 
girl : I ben'c afhamed of my girl. 

Maria. 

That*s more than I can fay of my father. Luckily 
thefe people are as much ftrangers to decorum as 
my old gentleman, otherwife this vifit from a lady 
to meet her lover would have an odd appearance. 
Though fo lately a boarding-fchool girl, 1 know e- 
nough of the world for that, {afide) 

Old Philpot. 

Truly flie is a blooming young lady. Sir Jafpcr, 
and I verily fhall like to take an intereft in her. 

Sir Jasper. 

I ha brought her to zee ye, and zo your zon may 
ha* her as foon as he will. 

Old Philpot. 

Why flie looks three and a half per cent, better 
than when I faw her laft. 

Maria. 

Then there is hopes that in a little time I fliall be 
above far. He rates me like a lottery-ticket. 

\Afick) 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay, I like her. Sir Jafper: Mifs has the 
appearance of a very fenfible, difcreet young lady ; 
and to deal freely, without that, Ihe would not do for 
rny fon. George is a fhrewd one ; I have often heard 
him declare, no confideration fliould ever prevail on 
him to marry a fooL 

Maria. 
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Maria. 

Ay, you have told cie fo before, old gentleman, 
ut I have my cue from ray brother ; and if I don't 
Jon give Mafter George a furfeit of me, why then 
am not a notable girl, (afide) 

Enter George* 

Geoi^ge. 

A good clever old cufF this 5 after my own heart. 
I think I'll have hi$ daughter, if it is only for the 
pleafure of hunting with him. 

Sir Jasper. 

Zon-in-law, gee us your hand. What zay you ? 
Are you ready for my girl ? 

George. 
Say grace as foon as you will. Sir, Til fall to. 

Sir Jasper. 

Well zaid. I like you. 1 like un Mafter Phil- 
pot, ril tell you what, let un talk to her now. 

Old Philpot. 

And fo he (hall. George, flic is a bale of goods i 
ipeak her fair now, and then you'll be in cafli. {aftde\ 

Geojige. 

I think I had rather not Ipeak to her now. I hate 
fpeaking to your modeft women. Sir, — Sir, a word . 
in your ear ; had not I better break my mind, by 
advertifmg for her in a newfpaper ? 

Vol. II. K k Old 
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Old Philpot. 

Talk fcnfe to her, George j (he is a notable girl, 
ril give you a draft upon die bank prefently. 

Sir Jasper, 

Come along, Mafter Philpot, come along ; I 
ben't afraid of my girl : come along. 

{^Exeunt Sir Jafpcr and Old Philpot. 

Maria. 

A pretty fort of a lover they have found for me. 

{afide) 

George. 

How fliall 1 fpeak my mind to her ? She is al- 
moft a ftranger to me. {ajide) 

Maria. 

Now I'll make the hideous thing hate me if I can, 

{ajide) 

George. 
Ay, flie is as fharp as a needle, I warrant her. 

Wide) 

Maria. 

When will he begin? — Ah, you fright! You 
rival Mr. Beaufort 1 I'll give him an averfion to me, 
that's what I will ; and fo let him have the trouble 
of breaking off the match hirtifelf : not a word yet? 
He is in fine confufion. (Joeks foolijh) I think 1 
may as well fit down. Sir. 

George. 

Ma'am — I — I — I — {frighted) — I'll hand you a 
chair. Ma'am — there. Ma'am, {bows awkwardly) 

Mar^a. 
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Maria, 
Many thanks to you. Sir. 

George. 
m fit down too. {in confyfion) 







Maria. 


Hcigho ! 




George. 


Ma'am ! 




Maria. 


fSir! 




George. 


I thought- 
Ma'am ? 


.-I...I. 


—did not you fay fomcthing, 
Maria. 


No, Sirs nothing. 





George. 
I beg your pardon. Ma'am. 

Maria. 
Oh ! you arc a fweet creature, {afii 

George. 
The ice is broke now; I have begun, and fo FU 
go on. 

(Jits filmt^ looks foolifhy and fieals a look at htr) 

K k 2 Maria. 
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Maria, 
An agreeable interview this ! 

George. 
Pray, Ma*am, do yoy ever go to concerts ? ^ 

Maria* 
Concerts ! what's that. Sir ? ' 

George/ 
A mufic meeting. 

Maria^ 

I have been at a quaker's meeting, but never al|^ 
mufick meeting. 

George. ' 

Lord, Ma'am, all the gay world goes to concerts^ 
She notable ! I'll take courage, fhe's nobody. Will 
you give me leave to prefeat you a ticket for the 
Crown and Anchor, Ma'am ? 

Maria, (looking fimple and awkward) ' 
A ticket ! what's a ticket > 

George, 
There, Ma'am, at your fervice. 

Maria, {curtfys awkwardly) 
\ long to fee wha^t a ticket is. I 

George. 
What a curtfy there is for the St. James's end of 

the 
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the town ! I hate her j fhe fecms to be an 
ideot. {qfide) 

Maria. 

Here's a charming ticket he has given me. (afide) 
And is this a ticket. Sir ? 

George. 

Yesj Ma'am — ^And is this a ticket. Sir ? 

{mimicks her afide) 

Maria, {reads) 

For fale by the candle, the following goods-— 
thirty chefts ftraw hats ; fifty tubs chip hats 5 pepper, 
fago, borax — ha — ha f fuch a ticket ! 



George. 
I — I — I have made a miftake Maf^m. Hei*» 
here is the right one. 

Maria. 

You need not mind it, Sir : I never ga to fuch 
places, 

George. 

No, Ma'am ? I don't know what to make of her. 
Was you ever at the White-Conduit houfe ? 

Maria. 
There's a queftion ! {afide) Is that a nobleman*s 
feat ? 

George, {laughs) 
Simpleton ! — No Mifs— -it is not a nobleman*s 
feat — Lord ! it's at Iflington. 

Maria, 
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Maria. 
Lord Iflington !— I don't know he. 

George. 
The town of Iflington. 

Maria. 
I have not the honour of knowing his Lordihip. 

George. 
Iflington is a town> Ma'am« 

Maria. 
Oh ! it's a town ? 

George. i 

Y€Sy Ma'am. 

Maria. 
I am glad of it. {laughs) 

George. 

What is Ihe glad of? 

I 

Maria. 

A pretty huftand my papa has cholc for me. 

(afide) 

George. 

What fliall I fay to her next ? Have you been at I 
the burletta. Ma'am ? 

Maria, 
Where? 

G£0R6E« 
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George. 
The burletta? 

Maria, 

Sir, I would have you to know that I am no fuch 
a perfon. I go to burlettas ! I am not what you 
t^e me for, 

GiORGE. 

Ma'am ? 

Maria. 

Pm come of good people. Sir ; and have been 
properly educated as a young girl ought to be. 

George. 
What a damn*d fool fhe is. (ajide) — The bur- 
letta is an opera. Ma'am. 

Maria. 
Opera, Sir ! I don't know what you mean by 
this ufage ; to affront me in this manner ! 

George. 
. Affront ! I mean quite the reverie. Ma'am; I took 
you for a connoiffeur. 

Majhia. 

Who me a connoiffeur. Sir ! I defire you won't 
call me names ; 'I'm fure I never fo much as thought 
of fuch a thing. Sir, I won't be c;illcd a coimoiffeur 
— I won't — I won't— -I won't. 

* (burfts out a crying) 

George* 
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George. 

Ma'am, I meant no offence. A connoifleur i.s a 
virtuofo. 

Maria. 

Don't Yirtuofo me ! I am no yirtiiofo. Sir, I 
would have you to know it. I am as virtuous a giii 
as any in England, and 1 never will be a virtuofo. 

{cries bitUrly) 

George. 
But, Ma'am, you miftake me quite. 

Maria. 

{In a pqffiony choaking her tears and Jobbing) 

Sir, I am come of as virtuous people as any in 
England. My family was always remarkable for 
virtue. My mamma {hurfts out) was as good a wo- 
man as ever was born, arid my aunt Bridget {Jobbing 
tras a virtuous woman too ; and there's my fifter So- 
phy makes as good and virtuous wife as any at all. 
And fa, Sir, don't call me a virtuofo. I won't be 
brought here to be treated in this manner, I won't— 
• I y/.on't-— I won't, {cries bitterly) 

George. 

The girl's a natural. So much the better. Til 
nUarry her, and lock her up. Ma'am, upon my word 
you mifunderfland me. 

Maria. 
Sir, {drying her t ear ^ I won't be called connoifleur 
by you nor any body. I am no virtuofo, and Td have 
you to know it. 

Georgb. 
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George. 

Ma'am, connoifleur and virtuofo are words for a 
pcrfon of tafte 

Maria* 
Tafte! (/oil^ing) 

George, 
Yes, Ma^am. 

Maria. 

And did you mean to fay as how I am aperfon of 
ttrile ? 

George. 

Undoubtedly. 

Maria. 
Sir, your moft obedient humble fervant; Oh! 
that's another thing. I have a tafte to be fure. 

George. 

1 know you have. Ma'am. O you're a curfed 
ninny, (fifide.) 

Maria. 

Yes, I know I have. I can read tolerably ; 
and I begin to write a little. 

George. 

Upon my word, you have made a great progrefs ; 
What could old Square-Toes mean by pafTing her 
Upon me for a fcnfible girl ? And what a fool I was 
to be afraid to fpeak to her ? Til talk to her openly 

Vol. II. L 1 at 
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at once. Come fit down, Mifs. Pray are you in-* 
dined to matrimony? 

Maria. 
Yes> Sir. (Jmiling) 

George. 
Are you in love ? 

Maria. 
' Yes, Sir. 

George. 

Your naturals are always afhorous. {afid^) How 
ihould you like me ? 

Maria. 
Of all things. (Jmiling at him) 

George. 

A girl without ceremony, {afide) Do you love 
me? 

Mari4« 
Yes, Sir. 

GfORGE. 

But you don't love any body elfe ? 

Maria. 
Yes, Sir. (Jmiling at him) 

George. 
Frank and free, (^ajtde) But not fo well as mc? 

Maria* 
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Maaia. 
Yes, Sir, 

George. 
Better may hap ? 

Yes, Sir. 

George. 

The devil you do ! (aJiJe) And, perhaps, if I 
fliould marry you, I fhould have a chance to be . 
made a — 

Maria. 
Yes, Sir. (kais at bim and laughs) 

♦ George. 

The cafe is clear ; Mifs Maria, your very humble 
{etvwt ; you are not for my money I promife you. 

Maria. 
Sir. 

George. 

I have done, Ma*am, that's all, and I take my* 
leave. 

Maria. 
But you'll marry me ? 

George. 

No, Ma'am, no ; no fuch thing. You may pro- 
vide yourfelf a hufband elfewhere, I am your humble 
fervant. 

L 1 % Maria. 
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Maria. 
Not marry me, Mr. Philpot ? But you muft: my 
papa faid you muft ; and 1 will have you. 

George. 
There's another proof of her nonfenfe. (qfide) 
Make ydurfclf cafy, for I fliall have nothing to do 
with you. 

Maria. 

Not marry me, Mr. Philpot ? {burfts out in tears) 
but I fay youihall, and I will have ahufband, orFU 
know the reafon why. You fhall, you fliall — 

George. 
A pretty fort of wife they intend for me here I 

Maria. % 

v I wonder you an't alhamed of yourfelf to affront a 
young girl in this manner. I'll go^d tell my papa 
— I will— -I will — I will, (crying bitterly) 

George. 
And fo you may. I have no more to fay to you; 
and fo your fervant, Mifs j your fervant. 

Maria. 
A vile barbarous man ! {cries very bitterly) Ay I 
and, by goles ! my brother Bob fliall fight you. 

George. 
What care I for your brother Bob ? {going) 



h. 
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Maria. 



How can you be fo cruel, Mr. Philpot? How can 
you— Oh — {cries and ftruggles with him. Exit George) 
{burfts into a laugh) I have carried my brother's fcheme 
into execution charmingly. Ho ! ho ! he will break 
off the jnatch now of his own accotd-— Ha ! ha ! 
this is charming I this is fines this is like a girl of 
Ipirit. 



E0C/ 
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ACT 
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A C T the SECOND. 
Enter Corinna, Tom foUowmg her, 

CORINKA. 



An 



elderly gentleman did you fay ? 



Tom. 
Yes; that fays he has got a letter for you. 



Ma'am. 



CORINNA. 



Defire the gentleman to walk up^^rs. [Exit 
Tom.] Thefe old fellows will be d^||ng after a 
body. But they pay well, and fo— Servant, Sir. 

Enter Old Philpot. 

Old Philpot. 

Fair lady, your very humble fervant. Truly a 
blooming young girl ! Madam, I have a letter here 
for you from Bob Poacher, whom, I prcfume, you 
know. 

CORINNA. 

Yes, Sir, I know Bob Poacher. He is a very good 
friend of mine ; {reads to her/elf) he fpeaks fo hand- 
fomely of you. Sir, and fays you are fo much of the 
gentleiTian, that, to be fure. Sir, I Ihall endeavour io 
be agreeable. 
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Old Philpot. 

/ Ileally you arc very agreeable. You fee 1 am 
punftual to ixly hour, {looks at his watch) 

CoRINNA, 

' That is a mighty pretty watch. Sir. ^ 

Old Philpot. 

Yes, Madam> it is a repeater j it has been in our 
family for a long time. This is a mighty pretty 
lodging, rhavc twenty guineas here in a purfe, here 
they are ; (turns them out upon the table) as pretty 
golden rogues as ever fair fingers played with. 

CoRINNA. 

I am always agreeable to any thing from a gentle- 
man, 

^^ Old Philpot. 

There are {tUtde) fome light guineas among them. 
I always put ot itiy light guineas in this way. You 
are exceedingly welcome. Madam. Your fair hand 
looks fo tempting, I muft kifs it. Oh ! I could eat 
it up. Fair lady, your lips look fo cherry, they ac- 
tually invite the touch ; {kijfes) really it makes the 
difference of cent, per cent, in one's conftitution. 
You have really a mighty pretty foot. * Oh, you little 
rogue ! I could fmother you with kifles. You little 
delicate, charming — {kijfes her) 

George within. 

George. 
Gee-houp ! — Awhi ! — Awhi ! Gallows ! Awhi ! 

Old 



4 
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Old Pmilpot. 
% Hey — what is all that? Somebody coming! 

CORINNA. 

Some young rake, I fancy, coming in whether my 
fcrvants will or no. 

Old Philpot. 

Whatfhalll do? I would not be feen for the 
world. Can't you hide me in that room ? 

CORINNA. 

Dear heart ! no. Sir : thefe wild young fellows 
take fuch liberties. He may take it into his head to 
go in there, and then you will be detefled. Get 
under the table : he (han't remain long, whoever he 
is. Here, here. Sir, get under here. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay, ay; that will do. Don't let him ftay long*^ 
Give me another bufs. Wounds ! I could — 

CORINNA. 

Hufh ! Make haile. 

Old Philpot. 

Ay, ay J I will, fair lady, (creeps under the tabic 
end peeps out) Don't let him ftay long. 

CORINNA. 

Hufh! filence! youwill ruin all elfe. 

Gborci. 
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Enfer George^ drejed out. 

George. 

Sharper do your work^ — Awhi ! Awhi ! So my 
girli how doft do? 

CORINNA. 

I did not expeft to fee you fo foon. I thought 
you was to be at the club. The fervants told me 
you came back from the city at two o'clock to drefs, 
and fo I concluded you would have ftaid all night 
as ufual. 

George. 

No ; the run was againft me again, and I did not 
care to purfue ill-fortune. But I am ftrong in cafli, 
my girl. 

^^ ' CoRINNA. 

Are you ? 

< 

George. 

Yes, yes ; cafh in plenty. 

Old Philpot. (peeping) 
Ah the ungracious ! Xhefe are your haunt?, grc 
they? 

George. 

Yes, yes i I am ftrong in cafh. I have taken in 
old curmudgeon fince I faw you. 

CORINNA. 

As how, pray? 
Vol. II, M m Old 
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Old Pmilpot. (peeping mii) 
Ay> as how ; let us hear, pray. 

- George. 
. Why, nt tell you. 

Old Phjclpot. {peeping) 
Ay! let us hear. 

George. 
I talked a world of wifdom to him. 

4 

Old Philpot. 
Ay I 

George. 

Tipt hhn a few rafcally fentunents |6^ fcouft- 
drelly kind of prudence. ^P 

Old Philpot. 

Ayl 

George^ 

Th€ old curmudgeon chuckled at it* 

Old PHiLPot.. 
Ay,, ay; the old curmudgeon! ay, ay- 

George. 
He is a fad old fellow ! 

Old Philpot. 
Ay ! go on^ 

Georci:^ 
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Georoe. 

And fo I appeared to him as deferving of the gal- 
lows as he is himfelf. 

, Old Philpot. 
Well faid boy, well faid ; go on. 

George. 
And then he took a -liking to me. Ay, ^y, fays 
he, ay, friejid&ip has nothing to do with trade. 
George, thou art a fon after my own heart; and then 
as 1 dealt out little maxims of penury, he grinn'd 
like a Jew broker, when he has cheated his principal 
of an eighth per cent. Ay, ay, that is the very fpi- 
rit of trade. A fo6l and his money are foon parted. 
immkkinghim) And fo, onhe went, like Harlequin 
in a French comedy, tickling himfelf into a goo^ 
humour, jj|L at laft, I tickled him out of fifteen 
hundred Mo odd pounds. 

OldPhi,lpot. 

I haye.a mind to rife and break his bones. But 
then I difcover myfelf. Lie ftill, Ifaac, lie ftill. 

George. 

I underftand trap. I talked of a great houfe flop- 
ping payment. The, thing was true enough, but I 
had no dealing with them. 

Old Philpot. 

George^ 

And fo, for fear of breaking off a match with an 
M m 2 ideot 
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ideot he wants me to many, he knt me the money, 
and cheated me into the bargain. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, you have found it out j have ye ? 

George. 

No old ufurer in England, grown hard-hearted in 
his trade, could have dealt worfe with me. I muft 
have comriiiflion upon thefe bills for taking thenri up 
for honour of the drawer ; your bond ; lawful inte- 
reft, while I am out of my money ; and the difference 
for felling out of the ftocks. An old miferly good 
for nothing fkin-fliat. 

Old Phijlpot. 

My blood boils to be at him. Go on, can you 
tell us a little more ? 

George. 

Po ! he is an old worthlefs mifer, and fo I will 
talk no more about him. Come give me a kifs. 

(Jbeykifs) 

Old Philpot. 
The young dog, how he faftens his lips to her ! 

George. 

You fhall go with me to Epfom next Sunday, 
t 

CORINNA. 

Shall I ? That's charming. 

George. 
You fhall : in my chariot 5 I drive^ 
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CORINNA. 

iBut I don't like to fee you drive. 

George. 

But I like it, I am as good a coachman as any 
in England. There was my lord — What d'ye call 
Tiim— He kept a ftage-coach for his own driving, 
but. Lord ! he was nothing to me. 

CORINNA. 

No! 

George. 

Oh ! no ; I know my road-work, my girl, when 
I have my coachman's hat on — Is my hat come 
'home ? 

H ^ CORINNA. 

It hangs up yonder ! but I don't like it. 

George. 

LetcTie fee it. Ay ! the very .thing. Mind me 
w^en I go to work : throw my eyes about a few ; 
handle the braces ; take the ofF-rleader by the jaw ; 
here you, how have you curbed this horfe up ? Let 
him out a link, do you blood of a — whoo ehl— - 
Jewel — Button !— whoo eh ! Come here, you Sir, 
how have you coupled Gallows ? You know he'll 
take the bar of Sharper. Take l|im in two holes, 
do. There's four pretty little knots as any in Eng- 
Jand— -Whoo eh! 

CORINNA. 

But can't you let your coachman drive ? 

George. 
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George. 

No, no ; fee me mount the box, handle the r^ins, 
my wrifl: turned down, fquare my elbows, ftamp 
with my foot — Gee up ! off we go. Button, do 
you want to have us over! • Do your work -do — 
Awhi ! awhi ! — There we bowl away ; fee how 
fliarp they are — Gallows ! — fofiy up hiU ! (whijiles) 
there's a public-houfe. Gave 'em a mouthfiil of 
water, do ; and fetch me a dram — drink it off — Gee 
up ! awhi ! awhi ! — There we go fcrambling alto- 
gether : reach Epfom in an hour and forty-three mi- 
nutes, all Lombard-ftreet to an egg-Ihe!l, we do. 
There's your work my girl ! — Eh 1 danui me. 

Old Philpot. 

Mercy on me ! What a profligate debauched 
young dog it is. 

Enf^r Young Wilding. 

Wilding. 
Ha ! my little Corinna — Sir, your fcrvant 

George. 

Your fervant. Sir. 

Wilding. ; 

Sir, your fervant. », V 

George. 
Any commands for me. Sir? 



Wiloing. 
For you. Sir ? 



Georg£» 
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George. 
Yes, for mc. Sir ? 

Wilding. 
No, Sir, I have no commands for you. 

George, 
What's your buflnefs ? 

Wilding. 
Buflnefs ! 

George. 
Ay, bufineis* 

Wilding. 

Why, vemgood buflnefs I think — My little Co- 
rinna — My life — IVIy angel I 

George. 

Is that your buflnefs ? -— Pray, Sir, not fo free, if 
you pleafe. 

Wilding. 
Not fo free ! 

George. 
No, Sir ! that lady belongs to me. 

Wilding. 
To you ? 



George^ 
Yes, to mer 



Wild- 



\ 
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Wilding, 
Who arc you ? 

George. 
As good a man as you. 

Wilding. 

Upon my word ! Who is this fellow, Corlnna ? 
Some journeyman -taylor, I fuppofe, who chufes to 
try on the gentleman's cloaths before he carries them 
home. 

George.' 

Taylor !— .-What do you mean by that ? You 
lie ! I am no taylor. 





Wilding. 


You fhall give 


me fatisfaftion for that ! 




George. 


For what ? 






Wilding. 


For giving me 


the lie. 




George. 


I did not. 






Wilding, 


You did. Sir. 





George. 
You lie i ril bet you five pounds I did not. But 
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if you have a mind for a frolick, let me put by my 
iword : now. Sir, come on. (in a boxing attitude) 

Wilding. 
Why, you fcoundrel, do you think I want to box? 
Draw, Sir, this moment. 

George. i 

Not I — come on. 

Wilding. 
Draw, or Til cut you to pieces. 

George. 

rU give you fatisfaftion this way. 

(clenches his fift) 

Wilding. 

Draw, Sir, draw ; you won't draw ! The're, take 
that. Sirrah, and that, and that, you fcoundrel. 

Old Philpot. 
Ay, ay ; well done j lay it on — (peeps out} 

Wilding. 
And there, you rafcal ; and there. 

Old Philpot, 

Thank you ; thank you. Could not he find in 
liis heart to lay him on another for me ? 

Corinna. 
Pray, don't be in fuch a paflion. 

Vol. II. N n Wild- 
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Wilding. 
My dear Corinna, don't be frightened ; I Ihall not 
murder him. 

Old Philpot. 
I am fafe here — lie ftill Ifaac, lie ftill : I am fafe. 

Wilding. 

The fellow has put me out of breath. (Jils down) 
(Old Philpot's watch Jirikes under the table) Whofe 
watch is that? {looks round) Hey! what is all 
this ? {looks under the table) Your humble fervant. 
Sir ! Turn out, pray, tyrn out. You won't ? then 
rU unfhell you. (takes aw(iy the table) Your very 
humble fervant. Sir. 

George. 
Confufion ! my father there all this time ! (ajid^) 

Wilding, 
I fuppofe you will give me the lie too ? 

Old Philpot. (Jlill on the ground) 
No, Sir 5 not I truly. But the gentleman there 
may divert himfelf again, if he has a mind. 

George. 
No, Sir, not 1 3 I pafs. 

Old Philpot. 
* George, you are there I fee. 

George. 
Yes, Sir, and you are there I fee. 
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. Wilding. , 
Come rife — Who is this old fellow ? 

Cor INN A. 
Upon my word I don't know. As I live and 
breathe.I don't: he came after my maid, I fuppofe; 
I'll go and a(k her— let me run out of the way, and 
tiide myfelf from this fcene of confufion. 

\_Exit Corinna. 

George. 
What an imp of hell ftie is ! (ajide) 

Wilding. . 
Come, get up. Sir ; you are too old to be beat. 

Old Philpot. (riftng) 

In troth, fo I am. But there you may exercifc 
yourfelf again, if you pleafe. 

George. 
No more for me. Sir, I thank you. 

Old Philpot. 

I have made but a bad voyage of it. The Ihip is 
funk, and flock and block loft, (aftde) 

Wilding. 

Ha, ha ! upon my foul, I can*t help laughing. 
As for you. Sir, you have had what you deferv'd— 
And you, reverend dad, muft come here, tottering 
after a punk, ha, ha ! 

N n 2 Ol^ 
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Old Philpot. , 
Oh! George! George! 

George. 
Oh! father! father! 

Wilding. 
Ha, ha! what father and fon : And fo you have 
found one another otit, have you ? — Well, you may 
have bufinefs, and fo, gentlemen, FU leave you to 
yourfelves. ^ {Exit. 

George. 

This is too much to bear. What an infamous 
jade (he is ! All her contrivance ! Don't be angry 
with me. Sir. I'll go my ways this moment, tie 
myfelf up in the matrimonial noofe, and never have 
any thing to do with thefe courfes again, (gtnng) 

Old Philpot. 

And hark you, George ; tie me up in a real noofe, 
and turn me ofF as Toon as you will. [Exetmt. 

Enter Beaufort, drejjed as a lawyer^ and Sir Jasper 
WiLDiK©, with a bottle and glajs in his band. 

Beaufort. 
No more> Sir Jafper, I can't drink any more. 

Sir Jasper. 
Why you be but a weezen-fac'd drinker. Matter 
Quagmire : coine, man, finifli this bottle. 

Beau* 
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Beaufort. 

I beg to be excufed : you had better let me read 
over the deeds to you. 

Sir Jasper. 

Wounds ! it's all about out-houfes, and mefluagcs, 
and barns^ and (tables^ and orchards, and meadows, 
and lands and tenements, and woods and underwoods, 
and commons, and backfides. I am o'the comraif- 
fion for Wilts, and I know the ley, and fo truce wi^th 
your jargon. Matter Quagmire. 

Beaufort. 

But, Sir, you don't confider, marriage is an af- 
fair of importance : it is contrafted between perfons, 
firft confenting ; fecondly, free from cajionical im- 
pediments i thirdly, free from civil impediments, 
and can only be diflblved for canonical caufcs or 
levitical caufes. See Leviticus xviii. and xxviii 
and 9th Harry VIII. chapter vii. 

Sir Jasper. 
You Ihall drink t'other bumper, an you talk of 
ley. 

Enter a Servant. 

Servant. 
Mr. Philpot, Sir, and his fon. 

Sir Jasper. 

I am glad of it: they will take me out of the 
hand of this lawyer here. {Exit. 

Beau- 
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Beavfort, /(?7//j. 

Beaufort. ^ 

Well done, Beaufort ! thus far ypu have play'd 
your part, as if you had bej^n of the pumple-hofe fa- 
mily of Ftirnival's-Inn. 

Sir Jasper, {entering) 

Mafter Philpot, I be glad you are come ; this 
man here has fo plagued me with his ley, but now 
we'll have no more about it, but fign the papers at 
once. 

Enter Old Philpot and George. 

Old Philpot. 

Sir Jafper, twenty thoufand pounds you know is 
a great deal of money ; a large fortune to give to 
your fon with my daughter: but as George likes 
Maria, to forward the bufinefs, I'll advance the calh, 
provided you allow me difcount for prompt pay- 
ment, and fo then we conclude a double match. 

George. 

Sir, I mufl beg to fee the young lady once more 
before I embark y for to be plain, (he appears to mc 
a mere natural. 

Sir Jasper. 
I tell you what, youngfter, I find my girl a not- 
able wench : and here, here's zon Bob. [ 

'Enter Young Wilding. 

Sir Jasper, . 

Bob, gee us your hand. I ha' finiftied the bufi- 
nefs 
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nefs 5 and zo now, here, here, here's your vather-in- 
law. 

Old Philpot. 
Of all the birds in the air, is that he ? (aftde) 

Sir Jasper. . 
Go to un man : that's your vather : 

Wilding, 

This is the ftrangeft accident — Sir— -Sir — (fifjiing 
a laugh) — I — I — Sir — upon my foul, I can't ftand ^ 
this, (burfts out a laughing) 

Old Philpot. 
I deferve it : I deferve to be laughed at, (afide) 

George; • 
He has behaved like a relation to me already. 

(^fide) 

Sir Jasper, 

What's the matter, Bob ? I tell you this is your 
vather-in-law. (pulls Old Philpot to him) Mafter 
Philpot, that's Bob — fpeak to un Bob ; fpeak to un. 

Wilding. 

,Sir-— I — I am (Jlifles a laugh) I fay, Sir— I am. 
Sir — extremely proud— of— 

George. 
Of having beat me, I fuppofe. (afide) ^ 

Wilding. 
Of the honour. Sir— of— of- *:( laughs) 

' George. 
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George. 
Ay ! that's what he means, (qfide) 

Wilding. 

And, Sir — I — I this opportunity 1 cannot 

look him in the face — (burfts out into a laugh) Ha, 
ha ! I cannot day in the room — (going) 

Sir Jasper. 

Why the vcJks are all mad, I believe. You Ihall 
ftay. Bob j you fhall day. (holds him) 

Wilding. 
Sir I^ — I cannot poffibly — (whi/pers bis father) 

Old Philpot. 

George, George ! what a woeful figure do we 
make ! 

George. 
Bad rnough of all confcience. Sir. 

Sir Jasper. 
An odd adventure. Bob. (laughs hcartify) 

Old Philpot. 

Ay ! there now he's hearing the whole affair, and 
they are laughing at me. 

Sir Jasper, (to Old Philpot J 
Ha, ha ! Po, never mind it : a did not hurt un. 

Old Philpot. 
It'fe all difcovercd. 
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Sir Jasper. 
Ha, ha !— I told ye zon Bob could find a hare 
fquat upon her form with any he in Chriftendom. 
Ha> ha ! never mind it man. Bob meant no harm. 
Here, here. Bob, here's your vather, and there's your 
brother. I fhould like to ha'zeen un under the 
table. . 

Wilding. 

Gentlemen, your moft obedient. 

(ftiflingalaugh) 

Old Philpot. 

Sir, your fervant. He has lick'd George well, 
and I forgive him. . ' 

Sir Jasper. 

Well, young gentleman, which way is your mind 
now? 

George. 
Why, Sir, to be plain, I find your daughter an 
ideot. 

Sir Jasper. 

Zee her again then : zee her again. Here, you, 
firrah, fend our Moll hither. 

Servant. 
Yes, Sir. 

Sir Jasper. 

And then we'll go into t'other room, crack a 
bottle, and fettle matters there. Hoic ! hole— -Our 
Moll — Tally over. 

Vol. Jl, O o Enter 
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Enttfy MAiHAi 

Maria, . 
Did you call me, pa|)a? 

Sir Jaspbr. 

There, the gentleman wants to fpeak with you-. 
Behave like a clever wench as you are. Come 
along good folks : Mafter Quagmire, corne and 
finilh the bufinefs, 

\Exit fmging^ with Old Philpot and Beaufort, 
manent George and Maria.] 

Georx^. 

I know (he is a fool, and fo I will Ipeak to her 
without ceremony. Well^^Mil^ you told me you 
could read and write. 

Maria. 

Read, Sir, Heavens! — (hoking at him) Ha* 
ha, ha! 

George. 
What does ftie laugh at .^ 

Maria. 



Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

George. 
What diverts you fo, pray ? 

Maria. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! What a fine tawdry figure you 
have made of yourfelf ? 

George. 



•George. 



*: Figure, 'Madam 



1 ihall die, I fliall die 1 Ho ! ho ! ho ! 

George. 
Do you make a laughing-ftock of me ? 

-Maria. 
No, Sir, by no means— -(/^«g-i&j) 

•George. 

Let me tell you, Mife,, I don't underftand being 
treated thus. 

Maria. 
Sir, I can*t poflibly help it— I — I-^-ha, ha ! 

George. 

I Ihall quit the room, and tell your papa if you go 
on thus. 

Maria. 

Sir, I beg your pardon a thoufand times. I am 
-but a giddy girl. I cannot help it — 1-— I — ha, ha! 

George. 

Ma'am, this is downright jfifult. 

Maria. 

Sir, you look fomehow or other— -I don't know 
how, fo — ha, ha, hal 

O 2 George. 
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George. 
Did you never fee a gendeman drefs'd before ? 

Maria, 

Never like you — I beg your pardon. Sir — ha^ 
ha, ha! 

George. 

Now here is an ideot in fpirits. I tell you this is 
your ignorance : I am drefs'd in high tafte. 

Maria. 
Yes, fo you are — ha, ha, ha ! 

George. 
Will you have done laughing ? 

Maria. 

Yes, Sir, I will — I will — there — there—there 
— I have done. 

George. 
Do fo then, and behave as you ought to do. 

Maria. 

I will. Sir; — I won't look at him, and then! 
Ihan't laugh. 

George. 

Let me tell you, Mifs, that nobody underftands 
drefs better than I do. 

Maria. 
Ho! ho! ho! 

George. 
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George. 



She's mad. 



Maria. 

No, Sir, I am not mad— I have done. Sir — I 
I have done — I affure you. Sir, that nobody is more 
averfe from ill manners. I ftiould be very forry to 
affront a gentleman — Ha, ha, ha ! 

George. 

Again ! What do you mean ? Youll put me in 
a paffion, I ca^ tell you, prefently. 

Maria. 
I can't help it— indeed I can't — Beat me if you 
will, but let me laugh — I can't help it — ha, ha, ha! 

George. 
I am not ufed to fuch ufage, Mifs. 

Maria. 

I fliall die — Do, Sir, let me laugh — it will do me 
good — Ha, ha, ha! 

(Jits down in a fit of laughing) 

George. 
If this is, your way, I won't ftay a moment longer 
in the room. I'll go this moment and tell your fa- 
ther. 

Maria. 

Sir, Sir, Mr. Philpot, don't be (o hafty, Sir. I 

have done. Sir ; it's over now. I have had my 

laugh out. I am a giddy girl, but I'll be grave. I'll 

^ompofe myfelf and ad a different fcene with him 

from 
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from what I did in the morning. I have all the ma- 
terials of an impertinent 'wit, and I will now twirl 
him about the room, like a boy fetting yp his top 
with his finger and thumb, (afide) 

George. 
Mifs,I think you told me you can read and -write, 

Maria. 

Read, Sir ! Reading is the delight of my life. 
Do you love reading,* Sir ? 

GEORdE. 

Prodigioufly. How pert flie is grown ? I have 
read very little, ^nd I'm refolved for the future to 
read lefs. (aftde) What have you read,' Mifs? 

Maria. 
Every thing. . 

George. 

You have ? 

Maria. 
Yes, Sir, I have. 

George. 

Oh ! brave — and do you remember what you 
read, Mifs ? 

Maria. 

Not fo well as I could wifh. Wits have fhort 
memories. 

Georce. 
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George^ 

Oh ! you are a wit too ? 

Maria. 
I am : and do you know that I, feel myfelf pro- 
voked to a fimile now ? 

George. 
A flmile ! Let us hear it. 

Maria*, 
What do you think we are both like ? 

George* 

Like! I played onee at what^s my thought like, 
and I could not make any thing of it. 

Maria, 

Wc are like Cymon and Iphigenia in Dryden^s 
fable. 

George. 
Jenny in Dryden's fable ! 

Mar^a. 

The fanumg breeze upon her bafom blows ; 
!r<9 meet the fanning breeze her bofom rofe. 

That's me now you. 

He trudg'd along y unknowing what he fought , 

And whiftled as he went [mimicks] for want of thought. 

George. 
This is not the fame girl, (dif concerted) 

Ma- 
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Maria. 

Mark again, mark again : 

^be fool of nature fiood with fiupid eyeSy 
And gdping mouthy that teftified furprize. 

{He looks foolijhy fie laughs at him) 

George. 

I muft take care how I fpeak to her^ fhe is not 
the fool I took her for. {afide^ 

Maria. 

You fecm furprized, Sir : but this is my way. I 
I read. Sir, and then I apply. I have read every 
thing ; Suckling, Waller, Milton, Dryden, Llandf- 
down. Gay, Prior, Swift, Addifon, Pope, Young, 
Thompfon. 

George. 
' Hey ! the devil-.-- what a clack is here ! 

[He walks away. 

Maria, (following him eagerly) 

Shakefpear, Fletcher, Otway, Southern, Rowe, 
Congreve, Wicherly, Farquhar, Gibber, Vanbrugh, 
Steel, in fhort every body ; and I find them all wit, 
fire, vivacity, fpirit, genius> tafte, ihnagina- 
tion, raillery, humour, charafter, and fentiment. — 
Well done, Mifs Notable ! you have played your 
part like a young aftrefs in high favour with the 
town, {ajide) 

George. 
Her tongue goes like a water-mill. 

Ma- 
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Maria, 
What do you fay to mc now. Sir ? 

George. 
Say ! — I don't know what the devil to fay. 

Maria. 

What's the matter. Sir ? Why you look as if the 
ibocks were fallen ; or like London-bridge at low 
water; or like a waterman when the Thames is fro- 
zen $ or like a politician without news; or like a 
prudi without fcandal j or like a great lawyer with- 
out a brief; orlike fome lawyers with one — or — 

George. \ 

Or likfe a poor devil of a hufband hen- peeked by 
a wit, and fo fay no more about it. What a capri- 
cious piece here is ! {ajide) 

Maria! 
Oh, fy ! you have fpoS'd all. I had not half 
done. 

George* 
There is enough of all confcience. You may 
content yourfclf. 

Maria. 
But I am not fo eafily contoitcd. I like a fimilc 
half a mile long. 

George. 
I fee you do. 
Vol. II. P p Ma- 



990 TfiE CITIZ^N:^ 

Maria. 

And I make vcrfes t;oOi verfes like an angel j^ off 
hand, extempore. Can ^ou give me an extempore ? 

George. ' 

What does (he mean !— *-Nc>, Mifs, I have never 
a one about mc. ^ 

You can't giye an exteimpore ? Oh ! for flmme^ 
Mr. Philpot. I love aA qctempore of all things ^ 
and I love the poets dearly, their fenfe fo fine,, 
their invention rich as Pa£bQlu$« 

George. ' 

A poet rich as PaAolus ! I have heard of Pac* 
tolus in th|C city. 

Maria* 
Very like. 

GeoI^ge. 
But you never heard of a poet as rich as he. 

, ^ Maria. 

As who ? ' 

Georg^. 

Paftolus— -he was a great jew merchant i liv^d 
' in the ward of Farringdon without. 

Maria. 
Padolns^ a Jew merchant I Padolus is a rivjer^ 

Georcj^;- 
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George, 
A river ! 

Maria, 
Ycs^— doH*t y<Ju underftand geography ? 

George. 
The girl's crazy ! 

Maria, 

Oh ! Sir — if you don't underftand geography, 
you are nobody. I underftand geography, and or- 
thography ; you know J told you I can write : and I 
can dance too — Will you dance a niinuet? ■ 

(Jings and dances) 

George. 
You fllan't lead nae a dance, 1 pronaife you. 

Maria. 

Oh ! very well, Sir : you refufe me ? Remem- 
ber you'll hear imnnediatdy of liiy being nrtarried to 
another, and then you'll be ready to hang yourfelf. 

George. 
Not I, I promife you. 

Maria. 

Oh ! mighty well : remember my words ™ril do 
it — you fhall fee — ha, ha ! 

{Runs off in a fit of laughing) 

George. 

Marry you ! I would as loon carry my wife to 
live in Bow-ftrfeet, ^d write over the door ^*Phil- 
•* pot's punch -houfe." 

P p 2 Enter 
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Enter Old Philpot and Sir Jasper. 

Sir Jasper. (Jtnging) 

So rarely fo bravely we'll bunt him over the downsf 
and we'll hoop and we'll hollow." Gcc us your 
hand, young gendennan j well, what zay yc to un 
now ? Ben't (he a clever girl ? 

George. 
A very extraordinary girl indeed. 

Sir Jasper. 

Did not I tell un zo ? Then you have nothing to 
do but to confumnmte as foon as you will. 

George. 

No, you may keep her. Sir : I thank you : Til 
have nothing to do with her. 

Old Philpot. 
What's the matter now, George ? 

George. 
Po ! (he is a wit. . 

Sir Jasper. 
Ay ! I told un zo. 

George. 

And that's worfe than t'other. I had rather marry 
a fool by half. 

Sir Jasper. 
Odds heart ! I am afraid you arc no great wit. 

Enter 
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Ent^ Maria. 

Maria. 
Well, papa^ the gentleman won't have me. 

Old Philpot. 

The numfkuU won't do as his father bids him ; 
and fo. Sir Jafper, with your confent I'll make apro- 
pofal to the young; lady myfelf. 

Maria^ 
How! what does he fay ? 

Old Philpot. 

^ I am in great vigour, and can be a brifk bver ftill. 
Fair lady, a glance of your eye is like the returning 
fun in the fpring : it melts away the froft of age, and 
gives a new warmth and vigour to all nature. 

(falls a coughing) 

Maria. 

DcHghtfuU ! I (hoyld like to have a fcene with 
him. 

Sir Jasper. 

Hey ! what's in the wind now ? This won*t take. 
My girl fhall have fair play. No old fellow Ihall 
totter to her bed. What fay you, my girl, will you 
rock his cradle ? 

Maria. 

Sir, I have one fmall doubt. Pray can I have two 
huft)ands at a time ? 

George. 
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George. 

There's a queftion now ! She is grown foolilh 
again. 

Old Philpot. 
Fair ladjr, the law of the land — 

Sir Jasper. 

Hold ye, hold ye ; let me trik of law ; I know 
the law better nor any on ye. Two hufbands at 
once ? No ; no ; men arc fcarce, and that's down- 
right poaching, 

Maria* 

I am forry for it. Sir : for then I can't naarry him, 
I fee. 

Sir Jasper. 
Why not ? 

MAltlAf 

I am contracted to Stnother. 

Sir Jasper. 

Contrafted ! To whom ? 

Maria* 
*ro Mr. Beaufort, that gentleman. Sir. 

Old Philpot. 
That gentleman! 

Beaufort. 
Yes, Sir, (throws cpen bis gown) my name is 

Beau- 
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Beaufort. And I hope> Sir Jafper, when you con- 
fider my fortune, ^n^d a>y real affeftion for your 
daughter, you will generoufly forgive the ftratagem 
I have made ufe of. 

^ Sir Jasper. 

M^fer Quagmire \ wKat are you young Beaufort 
all thi^ time I 

Old Philpot. 
All a trick; tl^is will never do. 

Beaufort. 

9t|t it vm do. Sir. You have figned the deeds 
for ywr d^ght^r's marriage to my friend Wilding ; 
and Sir Jafper by this inflrument has made nnie hi& 
fon-in-law. 

OiD Philpot. 

Hpw is this ? How is this ? Then, Sir Jalpcr^ 
]QW will agtee to cancel the deeds> I fuppofe, for you. 

Sir Jasper. 

Catch me at that, an ye can ! I fulfilled my pro- ^ 
mife, and your fon refufed, and fo the wench has 
looked out flily for herfelf elfcwhere. Did I not tell 
you &€ was a clever girl ? I ben't afham*d o' my 
^rl. Our Moll, you have done no harm, and Mr. 
Beaufort is welcome to you with all my heart. TU 
ftand to what I have figned, though you have takea 
me by furprize. 

Wilding. 
Bravo ! my fcheme ha§ fucceeJed rarely. 

Old 
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Old Philpot. 

And fb here I am bubbled and choufed out of my 
money. George ! George ! what a day's work have 
we made of it ? Well, if it muft be fo, be it fb. I 
defire, young gentleman, you'll come and take my 
daughter away to-morrow morning. And, I'll tell 
you what, here, here — Take my family watch into 
the bargain j and I wifh jt may play you juft fuch 
another trick as it has me ; that's all. I'll never go 
intriguing with a family watch again. . 

Maria. 

Well, Sir! (to George) what do you think of me 
now ? An't I a connoifTeur, Sir ! and a virtuofo? 
Ha! ha! - 

George. 
Yesi and much good may.it do your liufband. I 
have been connoifleured among ye to fome purpofe. 
Bubbled at play J duped by my wench; cudgeled 
by a rake; laughed at by a girl ; detefted by my fa.- 
ther; and there is the fum total of all I have got at 
this end of the town. 

Old Philpot. 

This end of the town I I defire never to fee it 
again while I live. I'll pop into a hackney-coach 
this moment, drive to Mincing -lane, and never ven-» 
ture back to this fide of Temple-bar. (going) 

George. 

And, Sir, Sn-I — fhall I drive you ? TU overturn 
him at the firft corner, [going ) 

Sir 
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Sir Jasper* 

No, no ; you fhan't go zq, neither. You (hall 
ftay and crack a bottle. \Jiops them both. 



Old Philpot and George come forward and 
/peak the 

EPILOGUE: 

ipATHERi 

t\H! George, George, George ! 'tis fuch young 

rakes as you^ 
That bring vile jokes, and foul dijhonour too. 
Upon our city youth. 

George^ 

*2lfj very 'true*, 

Father^ 
St. Jameses end o' tV town — 

George. 

No place forme. 

Father. 

No truly, no : their manners dif agree 
With ours intirely : yet you there muji run, 
^0 ape their follies. 

Vol. IL Q^q George. 
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George, 
And am Jo undone. 

Father. 
"there you all learn a vanity in vice, 
Tou turn mere fops -, you game. 

George. 
Ob damn the dice. 

Father. 
Bubbled at play — 

George. 

TeSy Sir. 

Father. 
By every common cheat. 

George. 

Ay ! here's two witnejfes — (pulls out his pockets) 

Father. 
Tou get well beat. 

George. 
A witnejs too of that^ ((hews his head) and there's 
another, (to Young Wilding) 

Father. 
Tou dare to give affronts. 

George. 

Wounds fuch a pother I — 

Father. 

Affronts to gentlemen I 

George. 
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George. 
^twas a rajh aHion. 

Father. 
Damn me^ you lie ! Til give you/atisfaSlion, 

(mimicking) 
Drawn in byJlrumpetSy and deteEted tool 

George. 
^hafs a/adtbingy Sir! Fll bejudg'dbyyou. 

Father. 
^be dog, be has me t/sere. 

George. 
Tbink you it right y 
Under a table 

Father. 
j^KJerahle plight I 

George. 
Fdr grave three/core tojculk with tremhling knees y 
Aud envy each young lover that he fees ! 
nrinkyou it fitting thus abroad to roam ? 

Father. 
JVou^d I had ft of d to caft accounts at home. 

George. 
A^ ! there's another vice! With anxious care — 

Father. ' 
Sirrah J have done : theje taunts I cannot bear. 

George. 
You brood for ever o'er your much-lov'dftorey 
And /craping cent, per cent, ftill pine for more. 

Q^q 2 At 
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At Jonathan* Sy where millions are undone^ 
Now cheat a ttation, and now cheat your /on. 

Father, 
Rajcaly enough ! 

George. 
I could but I am loth — 

Father. 
Enough ! This jury (to the Audience) will cotruiS 
us both. 

George. 
Then to the court we'd better fnake/ubmiffion. 
Ladies and gentlemeny with true contrition, 
I here repent my faults. Ye courtly train, 
Farewel !-—farewely ye giddy and ye vain / 
/ now take up ; forjake the gay and witty^ 
To live henceforth a credit tg the city. 

Father. 
Toufee me here quite covered o'er with fhame, 
I hate long fpeechesy but Fll do the fame. 
ComCy George, to mend is all the beji can boafl^ 

George^ 

Then lei us in — 

Father. 
And this floall be our todft : 
May Britain' t thunder on her foes he hurVdy 

George. 

And London prove the market of the world I 
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COMEDY, 

IN TWO ACTS. 



Performed at the 



THEATRE ROYAL 
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GO VENT-GARDEN. 



Scire tuum nihil eft, nifi te fcire hoc fciat alter. 

Persius. 

Plenus rimarum fum : hac atque iliac perfluo. 

Ter. 
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Spoken by Mr. SMITH. 

T>OLD was the many and fenced in ev^ry part 

With oaky Md ten-fold hr.ajs about his hearty 
^0 build a Play who tortur'dfirft his brainy 
And then dafd launch it on this ft or my main. 
What tbo'y at fifty befpreads bis little/ails 
ToHeav*n^s indulgent and propitious gales ? 
As the land gradual lejfens to his eyey 
He finds a troubled fea, and lowering Jky : 
Emryy detraSliony calumny y afid/pitCy 
Raife a worjeftorm than when the winds unite^ 
Around his barky in many a dangerous Jhoaly 
Tho/e monfters of the deepy the' critics y prowl. 
*^ She*s a weak vejfely for thefefeas unfit y 
*^ And has on board her not afpice of wit : 

•^^ She's French-huilt too ; of foreign makcy* they cry i 
Like geefey ftill cackling that the Gauls are nigh. 
If thrown on rocks by the hoarje dajhing wavcy 
Th' unhappy crew no hand isftrelcVd tofave ; 
But rquud the wrecky like Moors y with furious joyy 

^e witlings crowd, to murder and deftroy. 

Thefe ah known dangers ; andy ftill full as certatHy 

The bard meets other ills behind the curtain. 

Ut tie you tbinky ere yet you fix his fate y 

What previous mifchiefs there in a7pbufr> wait-. 

What plagues art/e from all the mimic throng: 

" My part's too fhorty—andy Siry my parfs too long.'' 

This calls for incident j that repartee. 

*^ Down the back ftairs pen an ef cape for me. 

*' Give me a ladder y Mr. BayeSy of rope s 

^^ / love to ivear the breeches y and elope. 

*^ Something forme the g^'oundlings ears tofplit. 

*' Write a dark clcfety or a faintingfit. 

*' Fix Woodward infome wbimfical difgrace : 

«< Or be facetious with Ned ShiiterV/if^." 

Thi% 
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^is is our wayy and yet our lard to-night 
Removes each objiacky andfprings to light. 
Some/ceneSy we hopCy he brings to nature truey 
Some gleams of humour^ and a moral too ; 
No forms y grotefque and wildy are here atftrife ; 
He boajis an etching from the real lifei 
Exerts his efforts in a polijh^d age. 
To drive the Smithfield mufes from the ftage^ 
By eafy dialogue would win your praife 
And on fair decency graft all bis bays. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 

Careless, Mr. Woodward* 

Sir Philip Fiourein, Mr. Shuter. 

Wisely, Mr. Ross. 

Bellfield, Mr. Smith. 

.Blunt, Mr. Clarke. 

Brazen, fervant to Wisely, Mr. Cushing. 

Crib, a Taylor, Mr. Costollo. 

La Jeunesse, a French barber, Mr. Holtom. 

Tom, fervant to Careless, Mr. ****.t4>^iUr^ 

W O M E N. 

LuciNDA, Mifs Elliot. 

HoRTENSiA, Mrs. Ward. 

Scene WINDSOR. 



No One^s Enemy but his Own. 

ACT the FIRST. 

Enter Careless and Blunt. 

Careless. 

OH! ho! ho! — that laft ftroke I. fhall never 
furvivc. My dear Blunt, you are no reader 
of chara<fter : the fcience is beyond you : you don't 
know me. 

Blunt. 

No man knows his own houfe better than I do 
you. 

Careless. 
Wrong, pofitively wrong. 

Blunt. 

You may flatter yourfelf, Carelefs, but I wifli you 
had a little of our friend Wifely in your compofition 

Careless.* 

Wrong again ! Wifely indeed has the name of a 
good fort of a fenfible kind of man \ but the heart 
is neyer cohcei*ned in any one aftion of his life. 

Blunt. 
Why, as to his heart — 

Vol.. IL R r Care- 
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Careless. 

He has none ; no heart at all : his afFeftions are 
all contrafted into a narrow regard for felf, and his 
underftanding points for ever to fchemes of intereft. 

Blunt. 

And your heart has made a window in your 
breaft, where every body may look and fee what 
pafles within. Shakefpeare has touched you to the 
life : " Your heart upon your fleeve, for daws to 
" peck at. 

Careless. 

There again ! You obfervers of charafter are the 
ftrangeft charafters yourfelves ! I am grown very 
fecret of late : I don't believe there's even a ufurer 
about town can hold his tongue better. 

Blunt. 

S'death, man ! you are the very fieve of your own 
intentions ; the marplot of your own defigns ; I 
would as foon truft a fecret with the printer of a 
daily paper. How did you lofe your ele6tion ? 

Careless. 

Po ! an old ftory : but that has taught me wiA 
dom. 

Blunt. 

And your wifdom confifts in repenting of one . 
folly, to commit a new one the next ilioment. Have 
you faid nothing of Lucinda lately. 

Careless. 
Not a fyllable. 

Blunt. 
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Blunt. 

You have not fhewn her letter ? 

Careless. 
Letter !-..!! 

Blunt. 
You have fhewn it, and there is Bellfield in a rage 
about a paragraph relating to himfelf. 

Careless, 
Well, now, that is very hard. I never fhewcd 
diat letter to any body but Jack Tattle. 

Blunt. 

It was not he that betrayed you : when did you 
fee Lady Betty Gabble ? 

Careless. , 

My Lady Betty ? I— -I repeated a paflage to my 
Lady Betty Gabble^ only by way of converfation. 

Blunt. 

And by way of converfation you are ever work-'^ 
ing your own ruin. 

Careless. 
Confufion ! there is no trulling any body. My 
Lady Betty told me the whole affair between her 
and Sir George— 



Blu 



NT. 



And you told it to Lucinda ; fhe whifpered half 
a dozen intimates, and fo the flory has gone on ga- 
thering like a fnow ball. 

R r a Care- 
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Careless. 

*Sdeath ! the people that liftcn to idle ftorics 
fhould be all hung up' by the ear — 

Blunt. 

So the old poet has faid ; but he adds, that all 
who fetch and carry ftories fhould be hung up by the 
tongue. Caution is neceffary : ridicule is the tafte 
of the age : every man you meet is a pleafant fel- 
low : he has picked up a character, an incident, a 
ftory, a damned high ftoiy ; he goes to the play with 
it y tells it in a fide box j buzz, it goes round the 
houfe ; whilks away to the card table, and fo flies all 
over the town. 

^ Careless. 

All this is true, but I am a new man — 

Blunt. 

Po !— Bellfield has outwitted you : he will marry 
Lucinda. 

Careless. 
Ha ! ha ! now you fee I can keep a fecret. I have 
been engaged upon a better profpeft this week pafti 
you have been here at Windfor in the fame houfe 
with me for three days, and yet not the wifer. 

Blunt. 

Three entire days ! 

Careless. 
Yes ; three entire days ; and I have been clofc as 
oak. Ha ! ha ! you will be furprized. Ha ! ha ! 

the 



^ 
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the greateft thing in the world ! Ha \ ha ! — you 
will never guefs it — ha ! ha ! a prodigious hit ! 

Blunt. 

Thou art an honeft fellow, Carelefs, and no one's 
enemy but your own. 

Careless. 

Ha! ha! — I fhall have the command 6f a bo- 
rough. 

Blunt. 
Very well ! Keep your fecret — 

Careless. 
The charming, blooming widow — 

Blunt, 

Why fpeak of it ? 

Careless. 

Only to you, man j only to you ; my dear Blunt, 
if you will promife me — 

Blunt. 

No ; I promife nothing : I muft ftep and write a 
letter : Wifely carries it to town for me : he will be 
here prefently— - 

Careless. 
•Ha ! ha! — Hortenfia, my dear boy — 

Blunt. 
There now ! — how did you gain accefs to her ? 

Care- 



3IO NO ONFs ENEMY BUT HIS OWN. 

CaRELESSil 

I knew it would fqrprizc you. Ha ! ha ! — I am 
ruined, if a fyllable takes wind. 

. Blunt. 

Why (he has broke off feveral matches already, 
becaufe her fools were fo imprudent as to make her 
the town talk. 

Careless. - 

Very true : but fhe is come-at-able for all that : a 
warm amorous widow I can tell you, and — 

Enter Tom. 

Tom. 

Your Honour's taylor from London, and your 
peruke-maker. 

Careless, 
Shew them in. [£^// Tom] Ha! ha! — Blunt--- 
preparations for my wedding ! Bellfield may marry 
Lucinda ; I fhall lofe no prize by it— ha ! ha! — 
have not I managed it well ? 

Blunt. 

You begin your triumph before the vlftory is 
gained. 

Enter Crib and La Jeunesse, and Man with a Wig^ 

Careless. 

Walk in, Mr. Crib— Ha ! La Jeunefle^-Blunt, 
Blunt — a feal upon your lips. 

Blunt. 
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^ Blunt. ' 

Keep your own fecfets, if you can. \^ExU. 

La Jeunesse. 

Monfieur, I have rhonneur to make you fuch 
wig as will be de wonder of de town. 

Crib. 

And I have brought you fuch a fuit of cloaths ! ' I 
fliall To admire them, when your Honour has them 
on ! the greateft pleafure of my life is to admire my 
own cloaths. 

La Jeunesse. 

Me^ go to de Mall every Sunday to fee my wig it 
walk by. 

Crib. 
And I go as often as I can to fee my cloaths make 
a figure. 

Careless. 
Oh ! you are both eminent in your vocations — 

Crib. 
Ah ! Sir — you will be fuch a handfome bride- 
groom in this fuit. Will your Honour try it on ? 

. Careless. 
I dare fay it is elegance itfelf.- -Monfieur La Jeu- 
neffe, you may fit on the wig. 

La Jeunesse. 
De tout mon cceur. — A 9a — wid dis wig, you wIU 
look comme un ange. — Dis wig! It is not wig— it 
is head of hair — has it de honneur to fit eafy upon 
your head? . 

' Care- 
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Careless. 
Perfeftly cafy. 

La Jeunesse. 
It is nature make dat, and not mc. 

Crib. 

When my cloaths are on. Madam Lucinda will fo 
admire you — 

Careless. 
You think I am to be married to her, do you ? 

La Jeunesse. 
It is all de talk of de great vorl. 

Careless. 
You are two very foolifh fellows. 

Enter Blunt, liftening. 

La Jeunesse. 
She will be fo en amour wid my wig. 

Careless. 

You are a French coxcomb. An intrigue with 
Lucinda might amufe a body's time, and perhaps I 
am not without hopes of fuccefs. 

La Jeunesse. 
By gar, you may hope for intrigue wid who you 
will. My wig it is not eafy refift. My wig it have 
more intrigue dan any gentleman in all de town. My 

Lady Brilliante, my Lady Carmine, niy Lady 

BeU^ 
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BcUair, — Madam LurcwcU, it was my wig ruin dcm 
all. 

Crib. 
And my cloaths have had fo many fine women— ^ 

Careless. 
Well, when you hear of a rich blooding widow — 

Blunt. 

'Sdeath ! going to blab. — So : I have writ my 
letter— ' 

Careless. 

Have you ?— Gentlemen, I have no further oc- 
cafion — 

Crib. 

Your Honour's moft obedient-— [£.v//. 

La Jeunesse. 

By gar I long to know my wig who it is to Itk 
marry to — [Exit. 

Blunt. 

Going to truft thefe fellows ! — 

Careless. 

Po ! two filly rafcals ! they will think no more 
about it. 

Blunt. 
And thus you reconcile yourfelf to your follies. 
Hortenfia will require different behaviour. 

Vol. D. S f Care- 
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Careless/ 
Oh ! yes, fo (he tells me in a dear charming letter 
-^-'(Searches his pockets) Hey ! — what have I done 
with it? Confufion! — If it is loft— Here, Tdm, 
Richardy George — run to my dreffing-room, and fee 
if 1 left a letter upon the table-^- 

Blunt. 
This is being qualified for a fecret. 

Careless. 

Diftraftion ! — I was upon the Terras laft night — 
If I dropt it there — no — no^— no — I have it fafe; 
you fee, Blunt, I am ciofe ; now you fliall hear— 

Enter Wisely. 

Wisely. 
Carelefs your fervant : Blunt, is your letter ready ? 

^ Careless. 

My dear Wifely, I am forry we are to lofe you : 
but before you go,* liften, thou dear rogue, to this 

divine epiftle {reads) " Hortenfia prefents her 

" compliments" 

Wisely, 
Hortenfia to him ! — Well, Sir. 

Careless. 

'^ Prefents her compliments to Mr. Carelefs : fhc 

" will nleet him this evening at Sir Philip Figcre- 

" in's Mafic y and in the mean time expefts he will 

" hide from the world this declaration of her heart, 

,f^ which 
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^* which his merit has extorted from hen"— There's 
a billet doux I 

Blunt. . 
You obey the lady's commands moft admirably. 

Careless. 
Po ! this ia only among ourfelves, 

Wisely. 

Nothing more : he is very fife with uSj— • 
(aJtJe) not if I can help it— - 

Enter Tom. 

Tom. 

Sir Philip Figurein has fent to know if your 
Honour will meet him pn the Terras before dinner — 

Careless. 

PU wait on him. [Exil Tom] Blunt, will you 
take a turn with the Knight ? 

. Blunt. 

No, I am tired of his abfurdities, and your*s too. 

lExif. 

Careless. 

Well faid philofopher ! — Ha! ha! — he calls me 
the Marplot of my own defignsj but I can confide in , 
you. 

Wisely^ 

I am obliged to you for the intelligence, and I 
ihaU make a very proper ufe of it. , 

S f 2 Care- 
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Careless. 

Come and take a turn with mc on the Terras, be- 
fore you fet out : I will tell you more as we walk 
along : pleafure itfelf is infipid unlefs imparted to a 
friend. It is a rare conqueft, is not it ? This is 
enough to make Hortenfia's difcarded lovers chal- 
lenge me, fight me, kill mc — Oh ! ho I ho ! — 

Scene the TERRAS. 

Enter Lucinda and Bellfield. 

Bellfield. 
You may depend upon it, Lucinda : in Ipite of all 
this raillery, you will make me the happy man at laft, 

Lucinda. 
Can you go on. Sir ? 

Bellfield. 

And fo, like a good-natured General, I invite you 
to capitulate, whei#the town can hold out no longer, 

Lucinda. 

You miftake, Mr. Bellfield : the citadel (laying her 
hand to her breaji) is ftill proof againfl: all the artil- 
lery you have played oW. I think you. have not been 
able to throw in much fire, Mr. Bellfield. 

Bellfield. 

I have a fecret friend there will betray the place to 
me. 

Lu- 
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LUCINDA. 

What if you have a fecret enemy there ? Nature, 
you will allow, knows where to plant her antipathies. 

Bellfield. 
Oh! certainly: Ihe delights in blending contra - 
diftions to embellifh the fair, and give her the 
graces of variety/ A fort of Mofaic work, where 
folly is inlaid with talents ; a love of pleafure with 
virtue, or with pride ; a power of pleafing with a 
perverfe delight in giving pain ; and as the poet 
fays, 

** Fix'd principles with fancy ever new ; 
** Shakes all together, and produces — you." 

LUCINDA. 

Upon my word, this is a little extraordinary: by 
<ionvincing me that you can with curious difcern- 
ment fpy out every little foible, you think to recom- 
mend yourfelf to my notice. Take care, Sir : you 
know how Apollo ferved the critic, who coUefted all 
the faults in a. celebrated poem. 

Bellfield. 
As how ? 

LUCINDA. 

Why, from a parcel of wheat he ordered him to 
fcparate the chafF, and take' it for his pains. 

Bellfield. 

Oh ! that was becaufe the man had no relilb for 
the beauties, whereas my admiration— 

Lv* 
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LUCIKDA. 

Is dJl engroffed by yourfelf ; and for that reafon, 
you have been in my bl^ck lift — let me fee how long 
(takes wt a pocket book) — " A lift of the men I never 
" will marry" — Let me fee — (turns over the leaves) 
kt me fee — (reads) Mr. Worthlefs condemned 
May the 19th. — 

BstLFIEI^O. 

Worthlefs ! — he married a rich heirefs, I think— - 

LUCINDA. 

And took on prodigioufly at her death — he made 
love to me in his weepers, and I hated him for an 
impoftor, worfe than Maria does Doftor Wolf in the 
Nonjuror.— ^(r^^^j) Lord Hazard ! he had a pale 
quality-face, and a genteel emaciated figure. I faw 
that the queen of trumps was the greateft beauty in 
his eyes, and fo I difmilfed him from my fervice, and 
lie told the world that he refigned. 

Bellfield. 
Ha ! ha ! — I feefhe will drop into my arms. 

LuCINDA. 

Where the deuce is your name ? — Mbrelove — 
Dorimant— Blackacre.— Oh ! this Mr. Blackacre was 
a curiofity !— Not one civil word to my perfon. But 
all about my eftate, and when the prefent leafes ex- 
pire, he Would let it at an improved rent. 

Bellfield. 
• A fellow fit only to be the fteward of your manor. 

Lu- 
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LUCINDA. 

The man was counted handfome, but I never 
thought fo — a florid bloom, and a certain infipidity 
that I hated — He brought me all the news— 

Bellfield. 
Ay! 

LuCINDA. 

Oh ! all ', but none? that I valued ; no news about 
the little viftories this figure obtained in the world; 
no advices of what was faid about my laft new cap; 
he never came with " We hear from Ranelagh that 
Lucinda's eyes fcattered death and torment among 

the beaux laft Friday night*' his was all 

political intelligence — At ten in the morning a 
battle was fought, and the French loft three Princes 
of the -Blood, and five Mareflialls of Frafice^ — At 
twelve, the news was doubtfuU — At two, an exprefsi 
arrived at the Secretary of Staters office.— -In the 
evening the victory was not quite fo compleat, and i 
noble Lord was heard to fay, if a certain General had 
done his duty, the ballance of Europe had been 
fettled. — At night, the whole report was falfe, and 
there was no battle at all. 

Bellfield. 
You would have had a mere ncwfpaper for your 
hufband. 

LuCINDA. 

Oh ! horrid ! So I told him, and that whenever 
he was out of hand, or not befpoke, that I Ihould 
order my fervants to take him in by way of the 
Morning Chronicle, or the Gazetteer. 

• » Bell- 
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Bellfield. ^ 
A pretty group of humourifts you hive collefted, 

LUCINDA. 

Enough to furnifh out a comedy. The vain, the 
proud, the dull, the brilk, every fpecies of abfurdity 
has been my rtioft humble fcrvant. But where is 
your name ? — Oh ! here — Mr. Bellfield ! — 

: Bellfield. 
Now bring him on the ftage — 

LUCINDA. 

Condemned for looking at himfelf in the glafs for 
a full half hour, while he was diredting his difcourfc 
to me — 

Bellfield. 
How can you run on thus ? You know I have 
worfhipped you even to idolatry, and have offered 
up vows on my very knees. 

LUCINDA. 

But I require true devotion in your prayers^ 
Would it not provoke the patience of a faint, to have 
a powdered fop kneel at his fbrine, with " There's a 
^/ handfome fellow for you ; mind my drefs, Bruf- 
" fcls' lace, diamond ring, faucy fnufF-box, and im- 
" pudent face." And this too under the notion of 
afking a blefling. 

Bellfield. 

I never knew you fo much out : would not you 
have me approach you with a good confcicnce ? And 
what are the plcafures of a good confcience ? Self- 
appro- 
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approbation. Befides, darts and flames, and Cupid 
are all out of faftiion now, and therefore in plain 
Engliife, I love you : I (hall ftudy your happincfs j 
and To let me call the parfon. 

LUCINDA. 

I am frightened at you : you are a very free- 
thinker in love : preach this doftrine to the ladies, 
and you will be thought an infidel. Love's religion 
is a fort oT popery, and requires penance; and fafting, 
and prayers in a language almoft unintelligible. 
But you fay your prayers in the vulgar tongue ^ 
** and fo let me call theparfon." — 

Bellfield. 

And as fighs, verfes, and fine things, mufl: end in 
that at laft, you may as well wave ceremony, for as 
to Carelcfs, — 

LUCINDA. 

Carelefs ! I defire you will never mention him. — 
Even from fuch a wretch as X^ Jeuenje, I could hear 
the fcandal he talks of me. 

Bellfield. 
Scandal (rf'you ! 

LUCINDA. 

An intrigue will ferve his turn, and my charac- 
ter enfures him fuccefs. 

Bellfield. 
He fhall anfwer it to me : pronounce me unwor- 
' thy of your love, if the injury is npt rcdrefled within 
this hour. [Exit. 

Vol. II. T t. Lu- 



3ai no'onE's Enemy but his own, 

ILucr^DA. ' 

A fcurrilous wretcll^ !— ^-Hey ! Mr. Bellfield 

gone ! — Did not he taBc of c&Hing the bafe man to 
an account ? — I hope he will pot be fo mad. — So — 
fo— Mr. Carelefs thi's way •— i believe I Ihall refign 
iTFly perfoh %o Bellfield in order to pique the wretch. 

Enter Careless and Wisely. 

. Careless. v 

Ha! ha !— poor Sir Philip— -I am glad we have 
got rid of him. A paffion. for-dancing when theufe 
of his limbs has almoft left him ! He is feventy, is 

not he ? . '; 

Wisely. 
Not very fliort of it, and in high fpirits ftilL 

. , CAREL'f:SS. • L . 

'Spirits ! he danees about the world ^s if helvas 
bit by a tarantula. He" has not a fingle idea but 
what is derived from dancing. Afk what fort of a 
place fuch a town is— -'^ They have a very ffood 
" Mondaynight Aflcmbly.**— How many miles from 
London ? — " They often dance forty couple." 

Wisely. 
You have him exadlly. 

Cari-ltess., 

Well,, but now we have a moment to ourfelves, 
have not I fucceeded rarely with Hcrtertfia ? 

Wise- 
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Wisely. *" 

To my aftonifhment. 

Careless. 

I thought fo. Now, as you are going to town, 
here is a fnufF-box with her pifture, in it: fhe gave it 
to me as a pledge of her love : I let it fall laft night 
upon the. Terras^ and have damaged it a little : leave 
it at Beards' as you pafs by, and order it to be 
mended. 

Wisely. , 

With all my heart : let me fee. 

^ Careless.' 
There — is not it a beautiful pifture ? 

Wisely. 
Admirable ! — This pifture {afide) fliall be his 
ruin. 

Careless. 

But not a word, my dear fellow.— (Sir Philip 

fings) *Sdeath!— Sir Philip again to interrupt us. 

He gives a mafked ball to-night : I fhall have lome 

bufmcfs upon my hands there : he little fufpefts his 

lady : I could tell you a fecret about her— 

Wisei;y. 
She is young, he is old^ and you are well with 
her ladyfhip— 

Careless. 

• Yes, I am much her in her good graces : if you 
fee hereafter the likenefs of your humble fervant in 

T t 2 a boy 
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a boy of hcr*s, tip me a fmile, but keep your mind 
to yourfelf— Hum ! here comes Sir Philipi with St, 
Vitus ftrong upon him~r 

Enter Sir Phiup Figurein^ 

Sir Philip, (in a minuet fief). 

I forgot to tell you, Carelefs ; Mr, Wifely, I for- 
got to tell you ; the malk begins at fix in the even- 
ing. 

Careless. 
So your lady has informed me. 

Sir Philip, 

Has fhe h—(tuming out bis toes) I recoUeft j Co 
fhe told me— a little Fete Champetre that I have de- 
vifed— -You intend to— La ! loll (finging and danc- 
ing) you intend to come early — la ! loll— 

Careless, 
By all means— 

. Sir Philip, {advancing in a minuet ftep) 
We ihall be all gaiety, brilknefs, and aftivity of 
fpirit. — Mr, Wifely, you intend to honour us ? 

Wisely. 
I am afraid not, Sir : I have not your Ipirits — 

Sir Philip. 

{throwing hack his JboulderSy turning out his toes^ and 
Jinking and riftng) 
All owing to the exercife I take, I dance three 
thou fand -miles a year. 

Wise- 
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Wisely* 
So much I 

Careless; 

More ; he dances more ; he danced to Italy and 
back again in a (horter time than ever was per- 
formed. 

Sir Philip. 

Yes, I was expeditious : did you never hear of it ? 
I was refolved to have a cotillon upon the continent : 
I was brilk in my career. I left England on the 1 5tji 
of Auguft, went over the Alps, reached Naples, faw 
the Vefuvius, and eat my Michaelmas goofe in 
London. 

Careless. 

Befides this, he goes to all the Aflemblies within 
lixty miles of London. 

Sir Philip. 

Yes, I go to all : I call it facrificing to the Graces. 
Socrates the philofopher called, it fo before me. 

Careless. 

I ihould like to fee the old philofopher turning out 
his toes. 

Sir Philip. 

The olci philofpher loved the elegant arts. And 
there was Scaliger— a great critic! he- danced a 
Pyrrhic dance, -~a dance well known to the ancients, 
^— to the aftoniihment of all Germany. We have 
his own word for it. 

Wise. 
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Wisely, 
. And well they might be aftonifhed. • 

Sir Philip. 
' Why fo. Sir, why fo ? 

Careless. 
Very true. Knight. It is a noble exercife— 

Sir Philip. 

Give me your hand : do you know Mifs Charlotte 
Cherry? . ' ^ 

Careless. 
She is the youngeft daughter, is not fhe ? — 

Sir Philip. 

The fame. Sir : juft turned of fourteen : I danced 
with her at the lalt AflTembly at Sunning Hill. , Was 
it not bold to undertake her fo young ? I can match 
Hercules for labour in a country dance. - I began 
the minuets with my Lady Portfoken : a comely:, re- 
Iponfible woman my Lady Portfoken ! fhe moves a 
minuet like a cathedral : indeed a flight accident 
happc;ied. 

Careless. 
What was that ? 

Sir Philip. 
; Why, Sir, as I was gliding along in^ the harmo- 
nious movement- -you know my way— -gliding 
along !- -an unlucky hook in the great branch under 
the middle of the room took a fancy to my wig. I 

loft 
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loft the honours of my head, but did not know it. I 
moved on; the room tittered and laughed; I did 
jiot mindi Idft lione of my digi^ity, and fiiiifliqd.my 
.dance before I made the difeovery. 

Careless. 
My dear Knight, an unlucky difaften 

Sir Philip. 

Oh! no; nothing; a few lampopns, epigrams, 
rand flight iliueftring verfes for the fummer feafon flew 
about: r^nce^^on, and anfwered them out of Ho- 
race, Nunc pede lih£r/i'—YltY \ lads! 

Careless. 
Very well. Knight ; an excellent repartee. 

' ' Wisely. • - - - 

I think I heard fomething of this from your 
^daughter. Harriet. 

Sir Philip. 

Ay ! poor girl — Heigho ! (ftnks and rijes) flie did 
not live long {turning out his toes) never took to her 
. dancing; it was the death of her. 

Wisely. 
I beg pardon for mentioning her, fince it feems to 
grieve you fo much. 

Sir Philip, {in a minuet ftef) 
It was a great Ihock. 

Careless.: . 
But my favourite, your fon, I hope is well. 

Sir 
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Sir Philip. 

He IS at fchool at Stockbridgt^ but he learns no- 
thing } when he comes hbme, I (hall take care of his 
dancing myfelf. 

Careless. 
Vive la dance. Sir Philip. 

Sir Philip. 

Ay, Sir, vive la dance. Well, you will be at the 
Mafic : ' Wifely, I fhali expeft you : you may go to 
town to-morrow. Be in at the diverfions of the 
place, man ; Carelefs, you won't fail i Nunc pede It- 
bero — ToU-der-a. [Exit. 

Careless. 

Ha ! ha ! was there ever fuch a ridiculous charac- 
ter ? But not a word of Hortenfia. You fee it all 
depends upon fecrely. Take care of my pifture ; 
yours — I muft follow the Knight. [Exit. 

Wisely, (alone) 

^ Yes, I (hall take care of the pifture. Succefsful 
coxcomb ! how could he bring her to this ? 

Enter Brazen. 

Brazen. 

The horfes arc put to, and the chaife Fs waiting. 

Wisely. 

Very well, Brazen : they may be put up again : I 
flian't leave Windfor to-day. 

Bra- 
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Brazen^ 
No, your Honour? 

WiSELV, 

•No : I have buflncfs for you. I have found out 
myrivaL 

BrazeiI. • 

Joy J Sifi viftory! To know him, is to defeat 
him. What's his name ? 

Wisely. 
Carelcfs. 

Brazen, 

The gentleman I have heard you laugh at fo 
often ? I faw him go down ftreet yeftcrday evening : 
comely, well built, good figure ! 

Wisely. 
Slave, villain ! — (^collars him) 

Brazen. 
For Heaven's fake. Sir, don't ftrangle me — ' 

Wisely. 
Rafcal ! he handfome !--*- 

Brazen. 

That is. Sir— a little more tenderly on my wind- 
pipe—that is to fay, * Sir— not quite fo hard^ — he 
feems at a diftance-— a little too tight ftill — but 
when you are near him — that will do, Sir---he looklfe 
auite another thing, and very unpromifing — 

Vol.il , Uu Wise- 
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Wisely. 
What am I doing ? — The rage df jealbtrfy^-^ 

Lord, Sir, ht will be nothing in our hands. ' 

Wisely* 
Well, rafcal, how to counteiplot him I 

Bkazev. 

Only think what you expert of me. Sir : to flop 
the courfe of a river, a bird in the air, or a lawyer at 
Weftminfter, or thunder and lightning, or a pbet 
repeating his own verfes, or a critic abufing them, 
or — in fliort. Sir, any one of thefe things is eaficr 
than to filence a coxcomb of wit ahd part$. 

Wisely. 
Wit and parts, villain ! 

Wit and parts to expc^ himfelf ; no real 
parts. 

Wisely, 
To the purpofe : — what muft be done ? 

Brazen. 

With fubmiffion. Sir, 1 am but a poor, ingenious 
good clever kind of a feflow, who prertnd to no 
more than a tolerable (hare of mothW-ferife, to obc^ 
the happier talents of mjr malter. 

Wiik* 
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Oh ! ^ottpn^j tp favcmr this coxcgrnb^ s^d fend 
me a letter of difmiffion, in fueh abrupt terms ! 
{reads) " To liften any longer to your addreflcs> 
**« when I cannot comply with then), woijld be un- 
" generous. I muft, therefore, by this letter, which 
*' will be my laft, wiih you all happinefs, and freely 
*' declare I never can beybursy- — Hortenfia." I can- 
not Ipfe her thm :---* lucky thought ! I'll fend thifi 
letter under a cover cUre^ed to Carelefs. — Right ! 
right I — and this fnuiF^box fliall be conveyed back to 
Hortenfia. Well, hit off! Brazen, I have work for 
you. 

Brazbn. 

The more the better. Sir: I love an aftive cim- 
paign. 

Wisely.^ 
Follow mc this moment i can you procure ^ li- 
very from one of Carelefs's lervants ? 

Brazen. 
I can give one of them his dofe of liquor, and 
then — 

Wisely. 

That will do: come this way: Y\\ give you 
your inftruftions : an admirable projedl this, to fup- 
plant my rival, — to alarm Hortenfia, -to throw 
f hem all into confufion, to — This way Biazen: Hpr- 
icnfia ftill is mine. 

End of the FIRST ACT. 

. U u 2 ACT 
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ACT the SECONIX 



Enter LuciNOf and Hortuksia. 

LuaKOA. 
11 ^Y dear Hortenfia^ I am tftonifhcd at you: 
J^y J^ how can you be fo captious ?~This is carry- 
ing it too far : there is no harm in a little raillery. 

HORTENSIA. 

Won't you allow me to be deeper in my own 
fecrets, than any body elfe can pretend to be ? 

LuCINDA. 

By no means: we are all very ingenious in de- 
ceiving ourftlves : ouf paffions wear fo many cun- 
ning difguifes, we hardly know them. Spleen fhall 
pafs for wit ; avarice for oeconomy ; and the love of 
a man (hall crften be thought nothing more than pure 
friendfhip, or perhaps a mere delight in hearing our 
ownpraife. • _ 

HORTENSIA. 

So that if I fufFer a civil thing to be faid to me, 
the pleafure I feel from the complirpent, converts it- 
felf into a liking of the man's perfon, 

LuCINDA, 

Inftantly, and almoft imperceptibly to ourfelves ; 
and when we think we are putting him off with cold 
delay, it is, at .the bottom, but mere coquetry to 
draw him on the more : like playing with edge tools, 
till we cut ourfelves. 

HOR. 
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HORTENSIA. 

Still I am not wounded. 

LuCINDA. 

I'll lay you a pot of coffee you have yourfecond 
hufbandj before I yield to the firft, 

HORTENSIA. 

You will lofe : there it no room to infer any thing 
of this ibrt from my conduft. 

LuCINDA. 

I beg your pardon : there is in your ferious people 
a demure love of pleafure,, which we giddy creatures 
never come up to. ' We receive flight impreflions, 
and flight impreflions wear away, and evaporate in 
the whirl of fancy. Now you are a young widow ; 
you grieve for the lofs of your hufl^and, and grief is' 
rtry amorous, my dear. 

HORTENSIA. 

Mighty well : this rattle feems to pleafe you : but 
let me tell you, the man who prevails with me, muft 
have extraordinary merit, 

t 

LuCINDA. 

There again now ! another of the nnafquerade ha- 
bits our paflTions wear: — when you arc in love with 
a man's perfon, you fancy it is a refined efliecm for 
his merit. 

HoRTENSIA* 

O fy, Lucinda ! — 
• • ' Lu. 
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LvcivpA. 

O fy, hypocrite !— I protcft, I did not think a briflc 
widow fo unlettered in matters of love. 

HORTENSIA. 

Oh ! a few lc6tures on the fubjeft from Mr. Care- 
lefs will much improve a young lady*s ideas. 

LuCiNDA. 

That's right: do you knowrT-WclI>— -I adore 
my own ea(e upon the occafion — I forgot to tell 
you- --Every thing is quite at an end between me and 
Carelefs. 

HORTENSIA. 

You amaze me : was not the wedding-day fixed ? 

LUCINDA.- 

Yes, I was under fentcnce of matrimony, but ht 
has lent me a reprieve. He is going to be married 
to another. 

HORTENSIA. 

To another ! no woman of delicacy would Iiftcfl 
to him, confidering how far matters have been car- 
ried with you. 

LUCINDA. 

Oh ! if there is any body fo inclined, the dilpute 
between her love and her delicacy will not ]aft long. 
—Delicacy may talk of nice points of honour, but 
that will only reach the head, while every fyllable 
from that fly urchin Love, will- mkke it's way dire6Uy 
to the heart ; and while Delicacy is reading lectures. 
Love will perfiiade, and fo thebulinefs is over. But 

pray, 



r 
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ray) my dear, have ntxt you heard that Cirelefi and 
have declared oiF? 



HORTENSIA. 

I, my dear !-— I hope {ajide) flic docs h6t fufpeft 
me — no; I have heard nothing: — ho^vcan youalk me 
fuch a queftion ? I am not in a courfe of town news. 

LUCINDA. 

Well ! let us change the fubjeft. The man is not 
worth a moment's thought. His indifcretion is the 
fmalleft of his faults. 

HORTENSIA. 

Give mc your hand, Lucihda. If the falfe man 
dcfcrts you, fliew yourfelf a girl of fpirit upon the 
occafion. To truft him, is taking up water with a 
fieve : fp refolve at once to look down with j(c6m 
both on him, and the proud beauty, who values her- 
felf for the conqueft. Wifli her joy of her bargain> 
and think no more about him, 

EnUr Brazen, in a livery. 

Brazen. 

Madam Hortenfia, my matter prefents his com- 
pliments. 

Hortensia. 
To me ! — who is your mafter ? 

Brazen. 

Mr. Carelefs, Madam : upon €on|(ultiRg his hear(, 

he finds. his inclinations fixed elfewhe^e, upoh Ma-r 

dam Lucinda. {l^ows to her) I endeavoured to fot» 

itn his proud heart — " Wont you confider, Sir^ 

"thait 
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'* chat Madam Horttofia has privately given you 
** every kind of encouragement. ?" 

LuCINDA. 

How ! how ! how ! — This is worth hearing. 

Brazen. 

Rafcal, fays my Mafter, do as I bid you, and fo 
off" he brufhcd to the tune of an old fong, 

LuCINDA. 

Oh ! ho ! ho ! this is worth all the difcoveries of 
all the philofophers for a thoufand years. 

HORTENSIA, 

Who bribed you. Sir, to be guilty of this rudenefs? 
Lucinda, I affure you — 

LUCINDA. 

And fo, you are the happy lady ? 

HORTENSIA. 

Nay, if you won't give me leave to fpeak — Be^ 
gone. Sir, this moment : I know nothing of your 
mafter. 

Brazen. 

Before I go. Madam, permit me to return the pre- 
fent you made my mafter 5 this fnufF-box here, with 
your pidhire in it — 

Lucinda. _ 
J Her pifture too ! — let me fee, let mc fee. 

<_ HOR* 
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HoRTENSiA. (Jnatches it.) 
No, Madam, it is not my pifture. 

Brazen. 

Carry back her fnufF-box, fays he, and as I have 
done it a mifchief, if Ihe will get it mended, and 
fend ia her bill, I will pay the damage. 

LUCINDA. 

Oh ! ho ! ho ! I fhall die; I fliall die. 

HORTENSIA, 

Vexation!— -this abfurd man. {a/Ue) 

Brazen. 

Any commands for my mafter^ Madaip ? 

Hortensia. 
No more of your impertinence. 

Brazen. 

So I ihall tell my matter. Madam — Well done 
Brazen 5 vou are a great officer in this bufmefs — 

[Exit. 

LUCINDA. 

The man who prevails with you, muft have extra- 
ordinary merit — Oh ! ho ! ho ! 

Hortensia. 
Let mc tell you, there i$ no argument in a laugh. . 

LUCINDA, 

Very true; I will command myfelf— -Do you 
VoLt II, X X know 
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know (flifling a laugh) that I was weak enough to 
imagine, that ijo wpmaii of delicacy (J^ill ftifling a 
laugh) — conftdering — confidering how far {burjis 
into a laugh) matters Hav* been carriisd with me-— 
Oh! ho ho!— 

HoRTSJfSIA, 

^ Si^mc! diftra<5tion !— Will y^ lifteu? 

LUCINDA. 

To truft him, is taking up water with a ficve. 

HORTENSIA, 

Infupportable !— I will not flay to be infultcd 
thus — {going) If yoii wiU but he^ me ifof a iBO* 

n^ent— - 

I can look down with fcorn on the prqud beauty--^- 

. HORTEJ^SIA, 

O very well — ^your fervant--t {Exit. 

Lucij^DA. (aJ&ne) 

And has your ^neas left you? Poor difbonfo-r 
late Dido ! — Oh ! I feel my heart much lighter, 
Certainly, revenge is the ruling paflion of every fc- 
rnale breaft : it is the fecond paflion at leaft. But — 
ftay™ ftay -— ftay. What is to be done ?--- rwhat's to 
be done ?-r.-Shall I^ — taconoplete my triunriph,-.-.-! 
give my hand to Carelefs ?-^-Why,-^-Revenge fays, 
Yes : but Love (lily whifpers,— r-Have not you a /e-^ 
(^etteti^e, for Mr^ Bell&el^?-^— I dpn't knQ\y what. to 
fay to that ?— Let me examine myfelf—r-How fay 
you my heart ? {lays. her bmd to her breaJl)—Yon 
IJl^U ti*vr? anfwer J^nal^?; t^p.^Tuch c^ueftip{^ as. fliall 

^ 
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be afkecj of you. — Ahl — thofe flutterings are fufpi- 
cious. — Eyes, how fay you? — We >have feeh-the 

gentleman — But is that all ? Have hot you in- 
ulged in many a ftolen glance, and have not you 
gazed with pleafure on him? — It is too true:— 
Li^s, What do yoh fay ?-— Wfty the gentleman has 
rudely forced' a kifi; ancf t;ht)ti^n \^e forbade him-— 
Forbki Mmf-^-don^t e^qu-J^btatfe. — Havfe not yoii 
been pleafed Mtith^ hri f udditefi ?— Guilty-— Gmlty. 
—What fay my hands ?-— Wfe^rt he his drawn k 
glove on you (looking at one hand) — or, when he has 
clafped you (looking at hisr aib& hand) to lead me to 
my coach — Ah ! thofe treniblin^s were a Mt fymp- 
tom 1 fear. — Ears — Oh ! they were delighted with 
his flattery — I muft call no mbre witnefles : fairly in 
for it. — Well, but. what muft be. done ?— Hortenfia 
will be fo picqued if I marry Carekfs : yes, and (x^ 
will Carelefs, if I marry Bellfield. One match has 
been talked of; fO' ha^ the 6th^r. I have coquetted 
on this fide : fp I have on that. I am in a fine con- 
dition ; Revenge and L6v6 have got poor weak wo- 
mb's' ^iH befWeeh tliiem, afid they bfeat it about like 
a fhuttle-cock, to and fro, backwards and forwards ; 
tick, tack}* aiki oh which fide it wilt fafi, Heaven , 
onlyknowsv 

Enter Garedess* 

GXR^tESS. (repMiin^) 

Blefl as th' immortal Gpds is Jie^ 

The youth who fondly— 
^ ' Hey ! Lucinda here ! — poor girl ! — fhe may noW 
let her cap at me in vain. 

LUCINDA. 

You wretch what brings you ?— Could not you 
ftay till the game was out ? — You have interrupted 
fuch a battle about yourfelf. 

X X 2 Ckbjs.- 
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Careless. 
About me ! 

LUCINDA, 

Yes, my head and my heart were at open war a- 
bout you, but you would not let them fight it out. 
Well, rU retire to folitude, and let them go to cuffs 
again. In my abfence, I fuppofc, my charadtcr will 
be finely handled by you. 

Careless* 
Madam, your charaftcr— 

LuCINDA. 

Is a ftrange one ; I know that is what you will 
fay i have you no fcraps and ends of verfe ? 

" Moji women have no cbaraSier at alL*^ 

Careless. 
You will prove an exception to the general rule— - 

LuciNbA. {repeating affeStedly) , 
*^ Matter too Joft a lofting mark to bear^* — 

Careless. 

Wound up, I fee, to your ufual extravagance of 
fpirit. 

LuciNDA. 
That's a fault that will mend you know. My 
fpirits in time will be under due reftrainty as flowers 
contraft with the fetting fun. 

Care- 
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Careless. 

* And folly will ftill encreafe, as (hadows lengthen 
with the fetting fun. 

LUCINDA. 

Satyrical Carelcfs ! But you fhould not have faid 
that to my face. Would not that do better for your 
friends at the tavern ? And La Jcuneffe, the fnfeur^ 
would not he be a proper pcrfon to hear your fc- 
crets ? 

Careless. 

La Jeunefle !—- -He has not {ajide) repeated any 
thing, I hope-— Another of your wild flights ! Why 
you mount like a pheafant — Whur ! 

LUCINDA. ♦ 

And do you vainly hope to bring me down? 

Careless. 
The gun of wit may reach you : take care. 

LUCINDA. 

But you have not eftate enough in ParnaflTus to en- 
title you to kill game. 

Careless. 

You fhine. Ma'am, and it is a pity you have not 
a train of beaux to edify by all this. 

LUCINDA. 

You frighten them away : let the fruit be eyef fo 
fine, the birds will not nibble, when there is a fcare- 
crow at hand. 

' . Care- 
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Car El* ^»] 

Oh ! ytm ^int tlo Affift*rt<5e to diipirfe tk^/ A 
lover with you has as bad a time? afs a |>oor *ttoal ift 
a philofopher's air-pump : when your falfe refine- 
ments arc too thin for htm ticyftibfift upon, you let in 
^ Ktdc fubftarttiat Ht of coftiilioii fenfe, merely to 
have the pleafore of rarifyirtg all away again^ artd fo 
leave a poor deluded fellow pantimg for his eKi&cmt. 

LUCINDA* 

By way of experiment, you know, one does a num - 
ber of things— -Oh!-— ydui* c^eperiment to-day was 
the very beft th^^ eter was hea^d of. I mutf kygh 
t?ich you, though ydu don't de^rtt it. 

Careless. 
What are you driving at ? 

LuCINDA. 

And your fervant played his part with fuch adr 
drcfs, and (he did fo bite her lips with V^cxastion. ' 

Carei:essv 
• I am in a wood here: unriddle pray. 

LUCINDA. 

Oh !— you have feen her fihee, perhaps, and made 
op the quarrel. ' 

Careless. 
May I never have the fatt^ oTenraged beauty lifted 
to my throaty if I underftand one Werd^of jiU thiJr 

LuCINDA. 

/Kott don't underftand? Then Tll/leavc you CO 

medi^ 
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meditate upon it, and fo I'll go and prepare for the 
Mafquerade. [Exil. 

Careless. 

A rhonnewr— How that pretty face will fret itfelf 
info a thapfa^ci wnakle&, wIkh ihp hears of H^r- 
tenfia! .' 

.' ■ ' • _■ ■. . > 

Enfer Bellfield and Blunt, 

Bellfield, 
I have been In queft of you, Sir. 

Carele'ss, 
What, with th^t th^ frozen face of care ? 

Bellfield, 

My bufinefs is ferious: thftt gentleman is in your 
fecrets, and will, I fuppofe, be your friend upon die 
occafion : chufe your weapon. Sir. 

Careless., 
Laconic I — for what ? Exphiu, the caufe. 

B.i^LFIELD. ^ 

Th^ cajufe of illj.¥red beauty, injured innocence, 
and violated honor, 

CAREI,ESSt. 

Still I am in the dark. 

Brllfield. ; 

Lucinda! does light break in upon you now? 
You chofe your companionis well, when you could 
traduce her to fuch a powder-puff a3 h^ Jfeuaeflc* 

Blunt* 
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Blunt. 

I forefaw this, {aftde) 

Careless. 

I am glad you arc fo well with the lady, as to be- 
come her champion, 

Bellfield. 

I have the applaufe of my own heart for it. Every 
honeft man is concerned, when calumny draws a tear 
from the foft eye of injured beauty. 

Careless. 

If I have injured the lady, I beg her pardon, but 
ftrike me ftupid if I can marry her. 

Bellfield. 

The lady. Sir, is worthy of — not » marry her! 
Why not ? Explain yourfelf. 

Careless. 
Would you compel me into a marriage ? 

# Bellfield. 

Compel! no— -Tdeath ! what am I about ? {aftde) 

Carbless. 
It is impoflible : I am eng^ed to Hortenfia. 

Blunt, [aftde) 
Fool ! blockhead ! madman ! 

Bellfield. 
Engaged to Hortenfia ? 

Care 
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Pofitivcly, fixcd> determined t the licence is fcnt 
for. 

Bellfield. 

Carelefs, give me yoiir hand. Thou art an honeft 
fellow. — I challenge you ! — you have done Lucinda 
no injury, and fo I Ihall tell her. Hey ! here fhe 
comes, and Sir Philip, and— 

JEnter Sir Philip, Lucinda, Hortensia. 

Sir Philip. (Jinging) 

Lads for fKame ! not ready for the M a(k ? Care*^ 
lefs, I have made a new dance, fince I faw you. 

' Careless. 

You employ your time to advantage. Blunt, 
mind Hortenfia: how (he frowns upon me!— ^Ihc 
carries it with difcrction, does not Ihe ? 

Lucinda. 

They take no notice of each other, but I will em- 
broil them, {ajide) — Sir Philip, Mr. Carelefs ha^ 
fo peftercd me with fine things, and has talked ojf 
tender pain, and plealing anguiih, and— - 

B^llfield, 
How, Carelefs ! {ajide) 

Careless, (to Bellfield) 
NeVer mind her : flie is pleafed to Be merry. 

Vol. IL Y y Lu- 
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LucifiipA, * 

, That air of indifference ! Hortenfia, the wretch 
was down on his knees, fighing, vowing, and proteft- 
ing that he loved me, and only me^ 

HORTENSIA* 

Fa^fc pcrfidipus fpan ! {afide) 

LuCINDA. 

Arc yoihafliamed of your paflion for a fine wo* 
man ? 

Sir Philip. 
Refufe to be his partner at Supning Hill. 

HORTBNSIA. 

Refufe to be his partner every where. 

Careless* > 
Bleflings on her difcretion ! — Blunt, flie does not 
pretend the leaft regard for me. (afide) 

HpRTJINSIA. 

Come, Lucinda, we ihall be too late — the ball 
begins prefently, \Extt. 

LtJCINDA. 

Mr, Bellfield, won*t yow (quire us ? 

[£;^/ W//A BeHfield. 

Sir Philip. 

That's right; make you ready. Carelefs, dif- 
patch i we fhall want you in my hew dance. I heard 

-bad 
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bad news> and fo I compbfed it to dance away 
thought. 

Hang him i a troublcfome coxcombs f^</^^ 

Sir Philfp* 

All life; all vivacity : foot it at top, caft off two 
couple, foot it at bottom, dance corners^ croft over, 
turn your partner, right hand and left^ 

(Jings and dances awojf) 

Careless. 

My affairs are in a fine train you fee*. We have 
both ihewn our pi-udencc; 

You'll be undone, • 

Careless. 
SufpicioUs to the laft. Whom have wc hferc ? 

Enter Brazen, in a different livery^ 

Careless** 
Hortenfia's livery ! — this is a meflage from her, 

, Brazen* 

Madam Hortenfia ordered me to deliver this 
letter into your own hands. Sir. 

Careless, 

A letter ! let me prefs it clofe, {kiffmg it)---' 
Y y 2 . Here, 
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Here, friend, a reward for your diligence. (j;ivei 
bim money) You may wait an anfwen 

BltAZEH. 

I dare not ftay, Sirj fecrecy is the word : I muft 
be gone. [£xi/. 

Careless. 

You fee I am in high favour. And here, here is 
a proof of my approaching joys, (opens the letter) 
Now — now'^reads) cannot comply — ^Ungenerous 
«— be my laft— never — youn'-^^JianJs in confufion) 

Blunt. 

What's the matter now ? 

CAItELESS. 

I never was fo let down in all my days. 

Blunt, {taking the letter) 

A proof of your approaching joys ! {reads} 
** To liften any longer to your addrejfesy when I cannot 
** comply with tkem, would be ungenerous. I mufty 
*^ therefore y 'by this letter ^ which will be my lafty wijh 
*^ you all happinefsy and freely declare I never can be 
*^ yours. Horten/ia''^^ — ^Your affairs are in a fine 
train ! 

Careless. 
This muft be fome bufy interineddler.. 

Blunt. 

y Your own tongue has intermeddled. 

Care- 
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Careless. 

Hell and confufionl — ^what does all this wean - 
1 never fliall be able to flie^v my face : my friends 
will blame me, my enemies will rejoice, and every 
female tongue will clack, clack. — I'll meet her at 
the malk : this fhall be explained. That's what (he 
means : it will be a renewal of love: Blunt, 1 ftiall 
fucceed ftill. Come, our drefics arc at hand: mid 
from this moment not one unguarded word (hail 
cfcapeme. [Ex£uhs. 

Scene^ an Apartment at Sir Philip* j. 

Enter Sir Philip, Wisely, Bellfisld. 

Sir Philip, {in a minuet ftep) 
You amaze me, Mr. Wifely, Carelefe form a 
defign upon my wife ! 

Wisely. 

The plot lies as I tell you. 
f 
Sir Philip, (turning out bis toes) 
This is enough to put a man out of twne. 

Wisely. 
Be directed by me, and you fhall have full proofi 
and at the fame time prevent the mifchicf. 

Sir Philip, {dancing) 
J never was lb difconcerted in all my days. 
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Your own eyes, your own ears fhdl convince you. 
Wifely {afide to him) Til ftep and fee if Lucinda 13 
ready. 

Wisely, (afide to Bellfield) 
Does fhc enter with fpirit into the fcheme ? 

Bellffield* 

Moft chearfuUy : the frolick pleafes her of aU 
things : fhe is drcflcd by this time. 

Wisely. 

Step and ipeak to her once more. \^Exit Bellfield] 
The folly of this man. Sir Philip, has put it in py 
power to do you this fervice. Hark ! he comes 
this way : I know his drefs. 

Sir Philip. 

And here comes my wife to meet him : 1 know 
her drefs. (rifing and Jinking) 

Wisely. 

Place yourfelf in this bow window : I'll let down 
the curtain : you may hear all unfeen and unfufpeft- 
cd; quick, difpatch; this will fave you from diflio- 

nour. 

Sir Philip. 

I fhall b^. ever thankful to you. 

(walks in a minuet Jief) 

" : Wis»^ 



COMEDY, 



551 



Wisely, (letting down the curtain) 

Now, this is the veiy crifis of your fortune. So ; 
I have ftationed him, and now to find Hortenfia. 

lExit. 

Enter Careless and Lucinda, at oppofiie doorsy and 
both majked. 

. Careless, {unmajking) 

H(er Ladyfhip is true to her appointment.— My 
Lady Figure-In, this is generous indeed. 

Lucinda. 
The ball-room is quite full, (in a feigned voice) 

Careless. 

We are fafe here : nobody will come this way. 
You may throw off all reftraint : let me hear the 
accents of your own Iweet voice. 

Lucinda. 
No i I love to praftife. 

Sir Philip, (piping) 
I never knew fuch treachery. 

Careless. 

The opportunity is now favourable to our mutual 
loves : you have encouraged me to hope for one 
kind moment, and in return I h^re vow eternal con- 
ftancy and love. 

Sir 
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Sir Phtlip. (peeping) 
You Ihall dance to another tune prefcntly. 

LUCINDA. 

How can I believe you, when you arc upon the 
▼cry brink of marriage with Lucinda ? 

Careless. 

Lucinda ! that will never be. — Marry her ! a 
giddy infblent, who over-rates both her beauty and 
her fortune — But fhe never was to my tafte, I affurc 
you. 

LuClNDAr 

You have hid a lucky efcape : her charader, I 
fear, is not without a biemilh. 

Careless. 

Merc broken china : but flie patches it up, and 
turns the beft fide to view, in order to conceal the 
flaw. 

Lucinda. , 

I am glad you know her : but then, Horteniia 
will fcducc you from me. 

Careless. 
^ She wjll be of no inconvenience to our happincfs. 
I begin to know her too : an artful, fly, defigning, a- 
morou3 widow : fhe occafioned the death of her firfk 
huiband, and that isno encouraging circgmflance to 
a fecond. 

Sm 
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Sir Philip, (pi^^ing) 
Such a villain never entered a gentleman's liH i Hh . 

LxTCIKTDA. 

I am very faint all of a fudden : the heat has over- 
powered me : draw up that curtain, and give me a 
little air. 

Careless. 
(drawing up the curtain and looking at her) 

Your Ladyfliip will be w*ir in a miontfem; - Sir 

PhiKp will be bufy among the itialks; he AVil^never 

fufpe6t us, and if he Ihould,, he will dance away hiii 

horns. He Will facrifice to the graces, {making 

faft thejiringy he fees Sir FUHf) Gonfufiqn ! 

{Walks a'cpi^.' 

Sir VmLip. . (fi^wing him) 

_Mr. Carel^fsj this is*^ the yildl proceedmg ; the 
bafeft ufage. Sir; — themofl ungenerous de^gi;i— it 
iets me all on fire, (dancing) 

Careless.*^ 
I am blown : what fhall I do now ? 

Sir Philip. * ** *' 

I did not think you capable of this perfidy : nor 
did I think your Ladyfhip fuch a Jezabel: come, 
fhew your face. Madam, ana l^^rhe fee how guilt be- 
comes it. ,. . ' 

LuciNPA. (wmdj/king) 
How innocence becomes it. 

Vol. II. Z z Sir 
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Si& Philip* 
Laouda all this time ! 

Careless. 
Ay! more misfprtunes. {afide) 

Sir Philip. 
And my wife innocent ! 

LuCINDA. 

Yes, (he is innocent : (he was willing to let you fee 
the honour <rf* your friend there : I am lorry you 
have found a flaw in my chara&er, Mr. CarclcG, 

Careless. 
I dcftrve it all, (afide) 

LUCINDA. 

And was you (b kind as to flatter me with hopes? 
Oh! ho! ho! 

Enter Wisely and Bellfield. 

Both/ 
Your humble fervant, Mr. Carelcfs. 

Careless. 
A fwarm of enemies upon me at once ! 

Sir Philip, (dancing up to him) 
You fee what a falfc ftcp you have made. 

Care- 
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I fliall take an opportunity to explain all^ and 
for the prefent— I— (^wi^f) 

Enfer Hortensia and Blunt. 

Careless. 
She too here ! all my ill ftars combined ! 

LUCINDA/ 

Hortenfia, here his been fuch a difcovery ! 

Hortensia, 
I We heard it all^ my dear. 

Careless, 

I cannot ftand it:~this is not a proper time— I 
fhall now take my leave— (^wVi^) 

Hortensia, (flapping him) 

^ Tour prelence is neceflary : you (hall be witnefs to 
9Xk aft or juftice ; Mr, Wifely, I acknowledge the 
errors of my conduft, and if my pi&ure in this box 
c^wi be acceptable-— 

Wisely. 
Say, you give your heart with it. 

Careless, 

As to that (huiFbox, if you will but permit me to 
/peak«— 

Z aj HoR-. 



3s6 NOONE's ENEMY 3UJH1^ OWN, 

H0RTEN5JA, 

No. explanations: yoirhave betrayed mc^ and that 
determines every thing. 

LUCINDA* 

And Mr. Wifely reaps the juft reward of his fc- 
crecy : Mr. Carelefs, I have^been a very tyrant to 
your friend Bellfield : my airs are too thin for a lover 
to fubfiftiipon, and fo now^ I'll letiii ailuitto>«cft¥Miion 
ienfe to keep him alive, (gives her hand) 

Bellfield, 
Thus I km ble0ed indeed. 

Sir Philip. , ■ ^ 

Poor Carelefs ! he lias had his devil's dance, and 
now he pays the piper. 

^ ' ' All. 

Ha! ha! hal 

Careless. 

^ Ybumay all laugh : I ih^U leatt ^oli in pofftflion 
of your mirth: I ihall dfop np hint of 'my future 
fchemes : I fliall fet out For the country^ and in a few 
days you may, perhaps, read in the Bath journal^^ 

Ll^ClNDA. 

Oh ! brave ! a fieve to the v^iy faft. 

Sir Philip. 

The Bath Journal, did he f^y?— rl ix^ejcniJwn 
them dance fixty couple at Bath. 

t Care- 
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Careless* 

Wifely, you have been at the bdttom of all this : I 
deferve it for putting myfclf in your power . Spare 
your reproaches. Blunt ; I have been a very filly 
fellow : but fmce matters are come to this ijQTue, I 
have the confolation to feel, — ^whatever may have 
been my indifcretions, that I am above a felfifh and 
ungenerous character : — ^I fcorn a bafe aftion as much 
9s any man In England* 

The C^relefs Indifcreet (this day has fliewn) 
Is No Ones Enemy, Except his Own. 
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Laudat rura fui ■ ■ ■ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



THE following fcenes were offered to the 
Public in Januiiy 1764^ but a party of that 
fpecies of critics, wliom the love of mifchief fomc- 
times affembles at the theatre, being unwilling to 
hear, the piece was damned. Mr. Lewis, of Covent 
Garden Theatre, had the jS)Ui3ige to revive it for his 
benefit in March 1776, with an alteration of the 
title, and it has been fince frequently repeated with 
fuccefs. A fimilar incident happened to Voltauie 
at Paris. That writer, in the year 1734, produced 
a tragedy, i»titie<f Adelaide du Guescx^in, which 
was hi&d through every aft. In 176^ Lfi Kain, 
an aftor of eminence, revived the play, which 
had lain for years under condemnation. Every 
fcene was applauded. What can I think, fays Vol- 
TAiRE, of thefe oppofite judgments? He relates 
the following anecdote. A banker at Paris had or- 
ders to get a ntxi maich compofed for one of the re- 
giments of Charles XII. He employed p, man of 
talents for the purpofe. The march was prepared, 
and a praftice of it had at the banker's houfe before 
a numerous afTembly. The mufic was fownd deteil- 
able. MouRfT (that was the compofer's name) re- 
tired with his performance, and foon after inferted 
it in one of his operas. The banker and his friends 
went to the opera : the march was univerfally ad- 
mired. Ah, fays the banker, that^s what we wanted: 
why did not you give us fomething in this tafte ^ Sir, 
replied Mouret, the march, which you now ap- 
plaud, is the very fame that you condemned 
before. 
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A C T the F I R S T. 

Enter Woodley and Dimity. 

Dimity. 

|0 ! po ! — no fuch thing : I tell you, Mr. Wood- 
ley, you are a mere novice in thefe affairs. 

Woodley. 

Nay, but liften to reafon, Mrs. Dimity : has not 
your mafter, Mr. Drugget, invited me down to his 
country-feat ? has not he promifed to give me his 
daughter Nancy in marriage ? and with what pre- 
tence can he now break off? 

Dimity. 
What pretence ! — ^you put a body out of all pa- 
tience. Go on your own way. Sir i my advice is 
loft upon you. 

Woodley. 

You do me injuftice, Mrs. Dimity* Your advice 
has governed my whole conduct. Have not I fixed 
an intereft in the young lady's heart ? 

Dimity. 

An intereft in a fiddleftick ! — You ought to have 
made fure of the father and mother. What, do you 
think the way to get a wife, at this time of day, is 
by ipeaking fine things to the lady you have a fancy 

for? 
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for ? That was the praftice, indeed ; but things 
are altered now. You muft addrefs the old people. 
Sir; and never trouble your head about your naif- 
trefs. None of your letters, and verfes, and foft 
looks, and fine fpeeches, — " Have compaffion, thou 
angelic creature, on a poor dying"~Pj(haw ! fluff! 
nonfenfe ! all out of fafhion. Go your ways to the 
old curmudgeon, humour his whims — '' I fhall e- 
ftecm it an honour. Sir, to be allied to a gentleman 
of your rank and tafte." " Upon my word, he's a 

pretty young gentleman." Then wheel about to 

the mother : " Your daughter, ma'am, is the veiy 
model of you, and I (hall adore her for your fake." 
** Here, come hither, Nancy, take this gentleman 
for better for worfe." " La, mama, I can never 
confent." — " I fhould not have thought of your 
cohfent : the confent of your relations is enough : 
why, how now, huffey !" So away you go to 
church; the knot is tied i an agreeable honey-moon 
follows ; the charm is then diflblved ; you go to aU 
the clubs in St. James's ftreet j ypur lady goes to 
the Coterie j and, in a little time you both go to 
Doftor's Commons ; the Morning Poji difplays you 
in black and white ; Poets Comer treats you with a 
ballad or an epigram 5 your friends pity you ; the 
town laughs at you ; the lawyers abufe you ; and if 
faults on both fides prevent a divorce, you quarrel 
like contrary elements all the reft of your lives : 
that's the way of the world now, 

t 

WpODLEY. 

But you know, my dear Dimity, the old couple 
have received every mark of attention from me* 

Dimity. 

Attention ! to be fure you did not fall afleep in 
their company ; but what then ? You Ihould have 

en- 



I 
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entered into their charafters, play'd with their hu- 
mours, and facrificed to their abfurdities. 

WOODLEY. 

But if my temper is too fran k 

Dimity. 

Frank, indeed ! yes, you have been frank enough 
to ruin yourfclf. Have not you to do with a rich 
old fhopkeeper, retired from bufmefs with an hun- 
dred thouland pounds in his pocket, to enjoy the 
duft of the London road, which he calls living in 
the country ? and yet you muft find fault with his 
fituation ! What if he has made a ridiculous gim- 
crack of his houfe and gardens ? you know his heart 
is let upon it ; and could not you have commended 
his tafte ? But you muft be too frank ! " Thofe 
walks and alleys are too regular : thofe evei greens 
Ihould not be cut into fuch fantaftic ftiapes." — ^And 
thus you advife a poor old mechanic, who delights 
in every thing that's monftrous, to follow nature. 
Oh^ you are likely to be a fuccefsful lover ! 

WoODLEY. 

But why Ihould I not fave a father-in-law from 
being a laughing *ftock ? , 

Dimity* 

Hjake him your father-in-law firft. 

WoODLEY. 

Why, he can't open his windows for the duft : he 
ftands all day, looking through a pane of glafs, at the 
carts and ftage-coaches, as they pafs by, and he calls 
that living io the frefh air, and enjoying his own 
thoughts. 

Dimity. 
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Dimity. 

And could not you let him go on his oWn wayf 
You have ruined yourfelf by talking fenfe to him ; 
and all your nonfenfe to the daughter won't make a- 
mends for it. And then the mother ; how have you 
played your cards in that quarter? She wants a 
tinfel man of faihion for her fecond daughter. 
" Don't you fee (fays fhe) how happy my eldeft 
girl is made by her match with Sir Charles Rackett ? 
She has been married three entire weeks, and not fo 
much as one angjry word has pafTed between them ! 
Nancy fhall have a man of quality too." 

WOODLEY. 

And yet I know Sir Charles Rackett perfeftly 
well. 

Dimity. 

Yes, fo do I J and I know he'll make his lady 
wretched at laft. But what then ? You fliould 
have humoured the old folks : you Ihould have been 
a talking empty fop to the good old lady; and to 
the old gentleman, an admirer of his tafte in garden- 
ing. But you have loft him: he is grown fond of 
this beau Lovelace, who is here in the houfe with 
him : the coxcomb ingratiates himfelf fay flattery, 
and you're undone by franknefs. 



Woodley. 
And yet, Dimity, I won*t defpair. 



• 



Dimity. 

And yet you have reafon to defpair, a million of 
reafons : to-morrow is fixed for the wedding-day ; 
Sir Charles and his lady are to be here this veiy' 

night i 
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flight ; they are engaged, indeed, at a grbat fout in 
town, but they take a bed here, notwithflrknding^ 
The family is fittinjg up for them ; Mr. Drugget 
will keep you all in the next room there, till they ar^ 
rive ; to-morrow the bufinefs is over ,' and yet you 
don't defpair !— Hufh ! hold your tongue -, here 
comes Lovelace, and Mr. Drtigget with him ; ftep 
in, and V\l devife fometyng, I warrant you. [Exii^ 
Woodley.] The old folks fh^U not have their own 
way. It is enough to vex a body, to fee an old fa- 
ther and mother marrying their daughter as they 
plcafe, in Jpite of my judgment^ and all I can^ do. 

\_ExiL 

Enter Drucget ^;/^ Lovelace. 

Drugget. 

And fo you like my houfe and gardens, Mn 
Lovelace. 

LoVELACEb 

Oh ! perfeftlyj Sir ; they gratify my tafle of all 
things. Ones fees villas where Nature reigns in a 
wild kind of fimplicity : but then they have no ap- 
pearance of art, no art at all. 

Drugget* 

Very true, rightly diftinguilhedt now mine is all 
arti no wild nature herci I did it all niyfelf. 

Lovelace. 
Indeed ! I thought you had fome of the great pro^ 
ficients in gardening to aflift you. 

Drugget. 

Lackaday! no* Ha! ha! I underftand thefe 
Vol, II. B b b things. 
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things. I love my garden. The front of my houfe, 
Mr. Lovelace, is not that very pretty? 

Lovelace. 
Elegant to a degree ! 

Drugget. 

Don't you like the fun-dial, placed juft by my 
dining-room windows ! 

Lovelace. 
A perfeft beauty ! 

Drugget. 

I knew you'd like it : and the motto is fo well a* 
dapted — Hempus edax tf index rerum. And I know 
the meaning of it. Time eateth and difcovereth all 
things. Ha! ha! pretty, Mr. Lovelace! I have 
feen people fo ftare at it as they pafs by ! Ha ! ha ! 

Lovelace. 

Why now, I don't believe there's a nobleman in 
the kingdom has fuch a thing. 

Drugget. 

Oh no ; they have got into a falfe tafte. I bought 
that bit of ground on the other fide of the road, and 
now it is a perfeft beauty. I made a duck-poncl 
there, for the fake of the profpect. 

Lovelace. 
Charmingly imagined ! 



Drugget. 
My leaden images are well ! 



Love- 
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Lovelace. 
They exceed antient ftatuary. 

Drugget. 

I love to be furprized at the turning of a walk 
with an inanimate figure, that looks you full in the 
face, and can fay nothing at all, while one is enjoying 
one's own thoughts. Ha ! ha ! — Mr. Lovelace, I'll 
point out a beauty to you. Juft by the haw-haw, ac 
the end of nny ground, there is a fine Dutch figure, 
with a fcythe in his hand, and a pipe in his mouth. 
That's a jewel, Mr. Lovelace! 

Lovelace. 
That efcaped me : a thoufand thanks for pointing 
it out. I obferve you have two very fine yew trees 
before the houfe. 

Drugget. 

Lackaday, Sir 1 they look uncouth. I have a de- 
fign about them, I intend — ha ! ha ! it will be very 
pretty, Mr. Lovelace — I intend to have them cut 
into the fhape of the two giants at Guildhall ! 

Lovelace. 
Exquifite !~-Why then they won't look like trees. 

Drugget. 

No, no ; not in the leaft -, I won't have any thing 
in my garden that looks like what it is. 

Lovelace. 

Nobody underftands thefe things like you, Mr. 
Druggtt. 

B b b 2 Drug^ 
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Drugget. 

Lackaday! it's all my delight now. This is 
what I have been working for. I have a great im- 
provement to make flill: I propofe to have my 
evergreens cut into fprfifications ; and then I flxall 
have the Moro caftle, and the Havanna ; and then 
near it fhall be (hips of myrtle, failing upon feas of 
box to attack the town : won't that make my place 
look very rural, Mr. Lovelace ? 

Lovelace, 

Why you have the moft fertile invention^ Mr, 
Drugget. 

Drugget. 

Ha ! ha ! this is what I have been working for. I 
love my garden. But I muft beg your pardon fota 
few moments : I muft ftep and fpeak with a famous 
nurfery-man, who is come to offer me fome choice 
rarities. Go and join the company, Mr. Lovelace : 
my daughter Rackett and Sir Charles will be here 
prefently. I fhan't go to bed till I fee them. Ha! 
ha ! — my place is prettily variegated. This is all I 
delight in now. I fined for Sheriff to enjoy thefe 
things— ha ! ha I [£a7V, 

Lovelace. 

Poor Mr. Drugget ! Mynkeer Van Thunderten- 
trunck, in his little box at the fide of a dyke, has aa 
much tafte and elegance. However, if I can but 
carry off his daughter, if I can but rob his garden of 
that flower ; why then 1 ftiall fay, *^ This is what I 
have been working for,' ■ 



/ A C O M E P Y, ^73 

Enter Dimity, 

Dimity, 

Do lend us your affiftance, Mr. Lovelace* You 
are a fweet gentleman^ and love a good-natured 
aftion, 

Lovelace, 
Why how now! what's the matter ? 

Dimity. 

My mafter is going to cut the two yew-trees into 
the fliape of two devils, I believe; and my poor 
iniftrefs is breaking her heart for it. Do, run and 
advife him againft it. She is your friend^ you know 
Jhe is, Sir, 

Lovelace, 

Oh, if that's all, I'll make that matter eafy di" 
reftly. 

Dimity. 

My miftrefs will be for ever obliged to you ; an4 
you will marry her daughter in the morning, 

Lovelace, 
Oh, my rhetoric fhall difluade him. 

Dimity. 
And, Sir, pUt him againft dealing with that nur- 
fery-man 5 Mrs, Drugget hates him. 



Lovelace. 
Does {he ? 



Dimity, 
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Dimity. 
Mortally. 

Lovelace. 
Say no more, the bufinefs is done. [Exif. 

Dimity. 

If he fays one word againft the Giants at Guild- 
hall, he is undone. Old Drugget will never forgive 
him. My brain was at its laft fhift ; but if this plot 
takes — ^So, here comes our Nancy. 

Enter Nancy. 

Nancy. 
Well, Dimity, what's to become of me ? 

Dimity. 

My ftars ! what makes you up, Mifs ? I thought 
you were gone to bed. 

Nancy. 

-What ihould I go to bed for? only to tumble 
and tofs, and fret, and be uneafy. They are going 
to marry me, and 1 am frighted out of my wits. 

Dimity. 

Why then you are the only young lady within 
fifty miles round, that would be frightened at fuch 
a thing. 

Nancy. 
Ah ! if they would let me chufe for myfclf. 

Dimity. 
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Dimity. 
Don't you like Mr. Lovelace ? 

Nancy. 

My mama does, but I don't ; I don't mind his 
being a man of fafhion, not I. 

Dimity. 

And, pray, can you do better than to follow the 
fafhion ? 

Nancy. 

Ah ! I know there's a falhion for new bonnets, 
and a falhion for drefling the hair : but 1 never heard 
of a fajObion for the heart. 

Dimity. 

Why then, my dear, the heart moftly follows the 
fafhion now. 

Nancy. 
Does it ! Pray who fets the fafhion of the heart ? 

Dimity. 
All the fine ladies in London, o'my confcience. 

Nancy. 
And what's the lafl new fafhion, pray ? 

Dimity. 

Why to marry any fop that has a few deceitful 
agreeable appearances about him ; fomething of a 
pert phrafe, a good operator for the teeth, and tole- 
rable taylor, 

Nancy, 
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Nancy. 
And do they marry without loving ? 

Dimity.' 
Oh ! marrying for love has been a great while out 
of fafhion. 

^ Nancy. 

Why then FU wait till that fafhion comes up 
again. 

Dimity. 
And theny Mr. Lovelace, I reckon-^ 

Nancy. 

Pfhaw ! I don't like him : he talks to me ay if he 
was the moft miferable man in the world, and the 
confident things looks fo pleafed with himfelf all the 
while. I want to marry tor love, and not for card- 

inlaying. I Ihould not be able to bear the life my 
ifter leads with Sir Charles Rackett. Shall I tell 
you a fecret ? I will forfeit my new cap if they don't 
quarrel foon. 

Dimity. 

Oh fie ! no ! they won't quarrel yet a- while. A 
quarrel in three weeks after marriage, would be 
fomewhat of the quickeft. By and by we fhall hear 
of their whims and their humours. Well, but if 
you don't like Mr. Lovelace, what fay yoii to Mr. 
Woodley? 

NANCYr 
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NaNCY; 

Ah !-— i doA't kno\^ what to lay-^biit I can fing 
fomcthing that will explain my mind. 

SONG. 

L 

WHEN firft the dear youth pafllng by, 
Difclos'd his fair form to my fightj 
I gaz'd, but 1 could not tell why; 
My heart it went throb with delight* 

n. 

As ne^er he drew, thofe fweet eyes 

Were with their dear meaning fo brighti 

1 trembled, and, loft in furprize. 
My heart it went throb with delight. 

ill. 

"When his lips their deal- accents did tl*y 

The return of my love to excite, 
I feign'd, yet began to guefs why 

My heart it went throb with delight* 

IV. 

We changed the ftoFn glattde, the fond fmilcj 

Which lovers alone read aright ; 
We look'd, and we figh'd, yet the while 

Our hearts they went throb with delight* 

v. 

Confent I foon blufli'd, with a figh 

My promife I ventured to plight j 
Come, Hymen, we then fhall know why 

Our hearts they go throb with delight* 

Vot. 11. C c c Enter 
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Enter Woodley. 

WOODLEY. 

My fweeteft angel ! I have heard it all, and my 
heart overflows with love and gratitude. 

Nancy. 

Ah ! but I did not know you was liflening. You 
fhoidld not have betrayed me fo. Dimity : I fhall be 
angry with you. 

Dimity. 

Well, I'll take my chance for that. Run both 
into my room, and fay all your pretty things to one 
another there, for here comes the old gentleman — 
make hafte away. [Emeunt Woodley and Nancy. 

Enter Drugget. 

Drugget. 

A forward prefuming coxcomb ! Dimity, do you 
ftep to Mrs. Drugget, and fend her hither. 

Dimity. 
Yes, Sir i— it wor^s upon him I fee. [^Exit. 

Drugget. 

The y^w trees ought not to be cut,, becaufe they'll 
help to keep ofi^ the duflr, and 1 am too near the road 
already. A forry ignorant fop ! When I am in (o 
fine a fituation, and can fee every cart, waggon, and 
ftage-coach that goes by. And then to abufe the 
nuifery-man's rarities \ A finer fucking pig in la- 
vender, with fage growing in his belly, was never 
leen ! And yet he wants me not to have it. But 

have 
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have it I will. — ^There's a fine tree of knowledge, 
with Adam and Eve in jwriper -, Eve's nofe not 
quite grown, but it's thought in the fpring will be 
very forward : I'll have that too, with the ferpent in 
ground ivy. Two Poets in wormwood ! I'll have 
them both. Ay ; and there's a Lord Mayor's feaft 
in honey-fuckle ; and the whole court of Aldermen 
in hornbeam : and three modern beaux in jeflamine, 
fbmewhat ftunted : they all fliall be in my garden, 
with the Dragon of Wantlcy in box, all, all ; I'll 
have them all, let my wife and Mr. Lovelace fay 
what they will. 

Enter Mrs. Drugget. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Did you fend for me, lovey ? 

Drugget. 

The yew-trees fhall be cut into the giants at 
Guildhall, whether you will or not. 

Mrs. Drugget, 
Sure my own dear will do as he pleafes. 

Drugget. 

And the pond, though you praife the green banks, 
fhall be walled round, and I'll have a little fat boy 
in marble, fpouting up water in the middle. 

Mrs. Drugget, 
My fweet, who hinders you ? 

Drugget. 

Yes, and I'll buy the nurfery-man's whole cata- 
logue. Db you think, .after retiring to live all the 
C c c 2 way 
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way here, almoft four miles from London, that I 
won't do as I pleafe in my own garden ? 

Mrs. Drugget. 
My dear, but why are you in fuch a paflion ? 

Drugget. 

rU have the Lavender Pig, and the Adam and 
Eve, and the Dragon of Wantley, and all of 'em ; 
and there Ihan't be a more romantic ipot on thq 
London road than mine. 

Mrs, Drugget. 
Tm fure it is as pretty a$ hand3 can make it. 

Drugget, 

I did it all myfelf, and Til do more. And Mr, 
Lovelace fhan't have my daughter. 

Mr§. Di^ugget, 
Nq I what'? the matter now, Mr. Drugget ? 

pRUGG^T. 

He (hall learn better manners than to abufe my 
houfe and gardens. , You put him in the head of it, 
but rU difappoint ye both. - And fo you may go 
?uid tell Mr, Lovelace that the match is quite off. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

I can't comprehend all this, not I. But I'll teH 
him fo,* if you pleafe, my dear. I am willing to 
give myfelf pain, if it will give you plcafure : mull 
I give myfelf pain ? Don't a(k me, pray don't s I 
car^'t fupport all this uneafincfs. 

Drug-, 
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Drugget, 
I am rcfolved, and it fhall be fo. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Let it be fo then, {cries^ Oh ! oh! cruel man ! 
I ihall break my heart if the match is broke off. If 
it is not concluded to-morrow, fend for an under- 
taker, and bury me the next day. 

Drugget. 
How ! I ^doh't want that neither. 

Mrs, Drugget. 
Oh! oh! 

Drugget. 

I am your lord and mafter, my dear, but not your 
executioner. Before George, it muft never be faid 
that my wife died of too much compliance. Chear 
up, my love j and this affair fhall be fettled as foon 
as Sir Charles and Lady Rackitt arrive. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

You bring me to life again. You know, my 
fweet, what an happy couple Sir Charles and his 
Lady are. Why fhould not we make our Nancy as 

happy? 

J^nter Dimity. 

Dimity. 
3ir Charles and his Lady, Ma'amt 

Mrt. 
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Mrs. BnCTTv. 9y^^^f ^^^<^ 

Oh ! charming ! I'm tranfported with joy ! where 
are they ? I long to fee 'em. \Exit. 

Dimity. 
WcUj Sir i the happy couple are arrived. 

Drugget. 
Yes, they do live happy indeed. 

Dimity, 
But how long will, it laft ? 

Drugget.' 

How long! Don't forbode any ill, you jadcj 
don't, I fay. It will laft during their lives, I hope. 

Dimity. 

Well, mark the end of it. Sir Charles, I know, 
IS gay and good-humoured 5 but he caa't bear the 
leaft contradiftion, no, not in the meercft trifie. 

DRt7<;GET. 

Hold your tongue ; hold your tongue* 

Dimity. 

Yes, Sir, I have done ; and yet there is in the 
compofition of Sir Charles a certain humour, which, 
like the flying gout, gives no difturbance to the fa- 
mily till it fettles in the head : when once it fixps 
there, mercy on every body about him ! But here 
he comes. \Emt. 

Enter 
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Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. 

My dear Sir, I kifs your hand. But why ftand 
on ceremony ? To find you up at this late hour 
mortifies me beyond expreflio^. 

Drugget. 
'Tis but oftce in away. Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. 
My obligations to you are inexpreffible ; you 
have given nne the moft amiable of girls ^ our tcm- 
, pers accord like unifons in mufic, 

Dpiugget. 

Ah ! that's what makes me happy in my old days; 
my children and my garden are all my care. 

Sir Charles. 
. And* my friend Lovelace — he is to have our fifter 
Nancy, I find. 

Drugget, 
Why my wife is fo minded. 

Sir Charles. 
Oh, by all means, let her be- made happy. A 
very pretty fellow Lovelace ; as to that Mr.— 
Woodley, I think you call him — he is but a plain, 
underbred, ill-fafhioned fort of a — ^Nobodv knows 
him; he is not one of us. Oh, by all means marry 
her to one of us. 

Drug- 



\ 
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Drugget. 

I believe it muft be fo. Would you take any rc- 
frelhment ? 

Sir Charles. 
Nothing in nature : it is time to retire to reft* 

Drugget. 

Well, well ! good night Sir Charles. Ha ! here 
comes my daughter. Good night. Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. 
Bon repos* 

Enter Lady Racket. 

Lady Racket. 
Dear Sir ! I did not cxpeft to fee you up fo late* 

Drugget. 

My Lady Racket, I am glad to hear how happy 
you are : I won't detain you now. There's your 
good man waiting for you : good night, my girl. 

[Exit. 

Sir Charles. 

I muft humour this old muckworm, in order to 
be remembered in his will, {afide) 

Lady Rackett. 

O la r I am quite fatigued. I can hardly move* 
Why don*t you help me, you barbarous man ? 



Sir 
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Sir Charles. 

There; take my arm — " Was ever thing fo pretty 
malde to walk ?" 

Lady Racket. 

But I won't be laughed at. {looking tenderly at 
him) I don't love you. 

Sir Charles. 
Don't you? 

Lady Rackett. 

No. Dear me! this glove ! why don't you help 
mc off with my glove ? Pfhaw ! you aukward thing, 
let it alone ; you an't fit to be about my perfon. I 
might as well not be married, for any ufe you are of. 
Reach me a chair. You have no compaffion forme. 
I am fo glad to fit down. Why do you drag me to 

routs ? You know I hate them. 

t 

Sir Charles. 

Oh ! there's no exifting, no breathing, unlefs one 
does as otl^er people of fa(hion do. 

Lady |Iackett. 
But I am out of humour : I loft all my money. 

Sir Charles, . 
How much ? 

Lady Rackett^ 
Three hundred. 

Vol. II. . D d d Sir 
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Sir Chahlks. 

Never fret for that. I ckm^t value three hundred 
pounds to contribute to your happinefs* 

Lady Rackett. 

Don't you ?— not value three hundred pounds to 
pleafe me ? . 

Sir Charles. 
You know I don't, . 

Lady Rackett. 

Ah ! you fond fool l^-^But I hate gaming 2 it al- 
moft mIetamorpKofes a woman into a fury. Do you 
know that I was frighted at myfeif fevcrai times to- 
night ? I had an huge oath at the very tip of my 
tongue. 

Sir Charies. 
Had ye ? 

Lady Rackett. 

I caught myfeif at it ; but I bit my lips, and fo 1 
did not difgrace myfeif. And then I was crammed 
up in a corner of the roomiyith fuch a ftrange party 
at a whift-tablcy looking at black and red fpots ; did 
you mind them ? 

Sir Charles, 
You know I was'bufy elfewhere. 

Lady Rackett. 
There was that ftrange, unaccountable womam 
Mrs. Nightfhade : fhc behaved fo fretfully to her 

huA 
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fort of a good for nothing kind of man : but Ihe fo 
teized him—" How could you play that card ? Ah, 
you've a head, and fo has a pin— You're a numfculi, 
you know you are— Ma'am, he has the pooreft head 
in the world, he does not know what he is about ; 
you know you don't— Oh fye !— I'm alhamcd of 
you !" 

Sir Charles. 
She has fel*ved to divert you, 1 fee. 

Lady Rackett. 

And to crown all, there was my- Lady Clackit, 
who runs on with an eternal larum about nothing, 
out of all feafoh, time, and place — In the very midft 
of the game fhe begins, " Lard, Ma'am, I was ap- 
prehenfive I fhould not be able to wait on ybur La* 
Ihipi my poor little dog, Pompey — the fwceteft 
thing in the world, — ra fpade led !—^ there's the 
Knave — 'I ivas fetching a walk, Me'm, the other 
morning in the Park ; a fine frofty morning it was -, ' 
I love frofty weather of all things* Let me look at 
the laft trick— and fo, Me'm, little Pompey— Oh ! 
if your La'fhip was to fee the dear creature pinched 
with the froft, and mincing his fteps along the Mall, 
with his pretty innocent face— I vow I don't know 
what to play^ — ^And fo, Me'm, while I was talking to 
Captain Flimfey — Your La'fhip knows Captain 
Flimfey— Nothing but rubbilh in my hand — I can't 
help it — And fo, Me'm, five odious frights of dogs 
befet my poor little Pompey — the dear creature has 
the heart of a lion, but who can refift five at once ? 
And fo Pompey barked for afliftance. The hurt he 
received was upon his cheft : the doftor would not 
advifc bim to venture out till the wound is healed, 
for fear of an inflammation — Pray what's trumps ? 
- ' ' Ddd 2 Sir 
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Sir Charles. 
My deir, you'd make a moft excellent aftrefs. 

Lady RACKETt. 

Why don't you hand me up ftairs ? Oh ! — I am 
fo tired : let us go to reft. 

Sir Charles, (ajjijiing her) 

You complain, and yet raking is the delight of 
your little heart. 

Lady Rackett. 

{leaning on him asjhe walks away) 

It is you that make a rake of me. Oh ! Sir 
Charles, how fhockingly you played that laft rubber, 
when I ftood looking over you ! 

Sir Charles. 
My love, I played the truth of the game. 

Lady Rackett. 

No, indeed, my dear, you played it wrong. Ah ! 
Sir Charles, you have a head. 

Sir Charles. 
Po! nonfenfe! you don't underftand it. 

Lady Rackett. 

I beg your pardon : I am allowed to play better 
than you. 

Sir Charles. 
All conceit, my dear : I was perfedly right. 

Lady 



A COMEDY. 389 

Lady Racj^ett. 

No fuch thing, Sir Charles. How can you dif- 
pute it ? The diamond was the play. 

Sir Charles. 

Po ! ridiculous ! the club was the card againft the 
world. 

Lady Rackett. 
Oh, no, no, no, I fay it was the diamond. 

SiR Charles. 
Zounds ! Madam, I fay it was the club. 

Lady Rackett. 
What do you fly into fuch a paflion for ? 

Sir Charles. 
Death and^fury, do you think I don't know 
what I am about ? I tell you once more, the club 
was the judgment of it. 

Lady Rackett. 
May be fo. Have it your own way. Sir. 

(walks about andjings) 

Sir Charles. 
Vexation ! You're the ftrangeft woman that ever 
lived; there's no converfing with you. I^ook'ye 
here, my Lady Rackett : it is the cleareft cafe in the 
world : FU make it plain to you in a moment. 

Lady 
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Lady Rackett. 

Very wtU, Sir. To be fure }^u muft be right. 

(with afneering laugh) 

Sir Charles. 

Liftcn to me. Lady Racket : I had four cards left. 
Trumps were out. The lead was mine. They 
were fix — ^no, no, no, they were feven, and we nine j 
then you know, the beauty of the play was to — 

Lady Rackett. 

Well, now it's amazing to me, that you can't per- 
ceive : give me leave. Sir Charles. Your left hand 
adverfary had led his laft trump, and he had before 
fineffed the club, and roughed the diamond : now if 
you had led your diamond — 

Sir Charles. 
Zoons ! Madam, but we played for the odd trick. 

Lady Rackett. 
And fure the play for the odd trick— 

Sir Charles, 
Death and fury ! can't your hear me ? 

Lady Rackett. 
And muft not I be heard. Sir ? 

Sir Charles. 
Zoons, hear me, I fay. Will you hear me ? 

Lady 
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Lady Rackett. 
I never heard the like in my life. 

(bums a tune^ and walks about fretfully) 

Sir Charles. 
Why then you are enough to provoke the 
patience of a Stoick. — {looks at heri Jhe walks 
about y and laugbs) Very well. Madam; you kn©w 
no more of the game than your father's leaden 
Hercules on the top of the houfe. You know no 
more of whift than he does of gardening. 

Lady Rackett. 

Qa on your own way. Sir. 

Qakes out a glajs and Jetties her bah) 

Sir* Charles. 
Why then, by all that's odiws, you are the molt 
perverfe, obftinate, ignorant — 

Lady Racketi:. 
Polite languagei Sii* ! 

Sir Charles. 
You are. Madam, the moft perverfe, the moft ob- 
ftinate — ^you are a vile Woman ! 

Lady Rackett. 
I am obliged to yt>u. Sir. 

Sir Charles. 
Yovi are a vile woman, I tell you fo, and I will 
never fleep another night under one roof with you. 

Lady 
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Lady Rackett* 
As you plcafe* 

Sir Charles. 

Madam, it (hall be as I pleafe. I'll order my 
chariot this moment, (going) I know how the 
cards fhould be played as well as any man in Eng- 
land, that let me tell you. (going J — ^And when 
your family were (landing benind counters, meafur- 
ing out tape, and bartering for Whitechapel needles, 
my anceftors, my anceftors, Madam, were fquander- 
ing away whole eftates at cards ; whole eftates, my 
Lady Rackett. (Jbe hums a lune, and he looks at her) 
Why then, by all that's dear to me. Til never ex- 
change another word with you, good*, bad, or indif- 
ferent, (goes and turns back) Will you command 
your temper, and liften to me ? 

Lady Rackett. 
Go on. Sir, 

Sir Charles. 
Can't you be cool as I am ? — Lookye, my Lady 
Racket: thus it flood. The trumps being all out,, 
it was then my bufinefs — 

Lady Rackett. 
To play the diamond to be fure. 

Sir Charles. 
Damnation ! I have done with you for ever s for 
ever. Madam, and fo you may tell your father. 

Lady Rackett. 
What a paffion the gentleman is in ! 

Sir 
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Sir Charles. 
Will you let mc ipeak ? 

Lady Rackbtt. 
Who hinders you. Sir ? 

Sir Charles. 
Once nnore then out of pure good nature-^ 

Lady Rackett. 
Oh, Sir, I am convinced of your good nature. 

Sir Charles. 

That, and that only prevails with me to tell you, 
the club was the play. 

Lady Rackett. 

I am prodigioufly obliged to you for the infor- 
mation. I am peneftly fatisfied. Sir. 

Sir Charles. 
It is the cleareft point in the world. Only mind 
now. We were nine, and— • 

Lady Rackett. 

And for that reafon, the diamond was the play. 
Your adverfary's club was the beft in the houfe. 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, fuch another fiend never exifted. 
There is no reafoning with you. It is in vain to fay 
a word. Good fcnfe is thrown away upon you. I 
now fee the malice of your heart. You are a bafe 
woman, and I part from you for even You may 

Vol. IL E e e live 
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live here with your father^ and admire his fantaftical 
evergreens, till you becbr^e as fantaftical yourfelf. 
ril fet out for London this moment. Your lervant. 
Madam. (turns and looks at her) The club was 
not the beft in tfie hdfife. 

Lady Rackett. 

How calm you are !— WeH, Til go to bed. Will 
you -come? You had better. Not come when I 
afk you ? — Oh ! Sir Charles, {going) 

Sir Charles. 

That eafe is fo provoking. I defire you will 
ftay and hear me. Don't thiiik to carry it in this 
manner. Madam, I muft and will be heard. 

Lady Rackett. 

Oh ! Lud ! with that terrible countenance ! you 
frighten me away, {runs in and Jhuts the door) 

Sir Charles, {fcllowing her) 

You fhall not fly me thus. Confufion ! — open 
the door — ^will you opeQ it? This contempt is be- 
yond enduring, {walks awqy) I intended to have 
made it clear to her, but now let her continue in her 
abfufdity. She is not worth my notice. My refo- 
. lution is taken. She has touched my pride, and I 
now renounce her for ever ; yes for ever ; not to re- 
turn, though flie were to requeft, bcfeech and im- 
plore on her very knees. [Exit, 

Lady Rackett. {peeping in) 

Is he gone ? {comes forward) Blefs me ! what 

have 1 done ? — I have carried this too far, 1 believe. 

I had better call him back. For the fake of peace 

I'll give up the point. "What doeis it figriify which 

was 
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was the bed of the play ?— It is not worth quarrel' 
ling about. — How ! — here he comes again. — PU 
give up nothiiig ta him.; tfe Ihall never get the 
better of rne : I amrijinec^ foi; Ijfe, if he does. I 
will conquer him, and 1 am refolved he fhall fee it. 
V ' (riins in and (hhs the dhor) 

Sir Charles, {looking in) 

Np^ fhc\((0|i'tap^ni^ H^^dft^o^g and ppfiti^ 
-~i^^e coujdjbjut. cojqi^pag^ ]i4i: tejmpej:/ the thing 
would be as clear as day-liglit. She has fenft 
enough, if flie would but make ufe of it. It were 
pity ffie fhould be loft, {advances towards the door) 
All owing to that perveife fpirit of contradiftion. 
— I may reclaim her ftill — (peeps through the key-^ 
hole) Not fo much as a glimpfe of her. {taps at 
the door) Lady Rackett — Lady Rackett— 

Lady .Rackett. {within) 
What do you want ? 

Sir Charles, (laughing affeEiedly) 

Come, -you tave been very ple^ifan^, 1 Open the 

door : I cannot help laughing at all this. Come, 

no more foolery : have done now, and open the 
door. 

Lady Rackett. (within) 
Dont be fuch a torment. 

Sir Charles* 
Will you open it ? 

Lady Rackett. (laughing) 
Nor-^no ho! ho J 

E e e a Sir 
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Sir Charles. 

Hell and confufion ! what^ a puppy I make of 
myfelf ! I'll bear this ufage no longer. To be 
trifled with in this fort by a falfe, treacherous— 
{runs to the door and /peaks through the k^-hole) The 
diamond was not the play, {walks away as f aft as 
he can) I know what I am about, {looks lack in a 
violent rage) and the club was not the beft in the 
houfe. 

{Exit. 



End of the FIRST ACT* 
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ACT the SEC O N D. 



Enter Dimity. 

Dimity, {laughing violently) 

OH ! I fhall die j I fhall expire in a fit of laugh- 
ing. This is the modilh couple that were fo 
happy! Such a quarrel as they have had; the 
whole houfe is in an uproar. Ho ! ho ! ho ! a rare 
proof of the happinefs they enjoy in high life. I 
fhall never hear people of fafhion mentioned again, 
but r fhall be ready to crack my fides. They were 
both — Ho ! ho ! ho ! This is three weeks after 
marriage, I think. 

Enter Drugget. 

Drugget. 

Hey ! how ! what's the matter. Dimity ? What 
am 1 called dowa ftairs for ? 

Dimity. 

Why there's two people of fafhion — 

(ftijles a laugh) 

Drugget. 

Why, you malapert huflfey ! explain this moment- 

Dimity. 

The fond couple have been together by the ears 
this half hour. Are you fatisfied now ? 

Drug- 
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Drugget. 

Ay !-^what, have they quarrelled? What was it 
about ? 

Dimity. 

Something too nice and fine for my comprehen- 

fion, and your's too, 1 believe. People in high life 

underftand their own forms beft. An4 here comes 

one that can unriddle the whole affair. Exit. 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. (Jo the feopk within) 

I fay, let the horfes be puj:-to this moinent. Sp, 
Mr. Drugget ! 

Drugget. 

Sir Charles, here's a to'dbU^ buftle. I did not ex- 
pert this. What can be the matter ? 

Sir Ci^arles. 

I have been ufed by your daughter in ih I^fcy ^ 
contemptuous, fo vile a manner, that I am deter- 
mined not to ftay in this houfe to-night. 

Drugget. 

This is a thunderbolt to me ! After feeing how 
elegantly and faftipnably you lived together, to find 
now all funlhine vanifhcd ! Do, Sir Charles, let me 
heal this breach if poffible. 

Sir Charles. 

Sir, it is impoffible. V\\ not live with hor^ hour 
longer. 

Drug- 
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.Drugget. 

Nay> nay, don't be too hafty. Let trtc in treat 
you, go to bed and fleep upon it. In the morning, 
^when you are cool 

Sir Charles. 

^■ Oh, Sir, I am very cool, I aflure you. Ha ! ha ! 
— it is not in her power. Sir, to — a — a— to difturb 
the ferenity of my temper. Don't imagine that Fm 
in a paflion. I am not fo eafily ruffled as you ima- 
gine* But quietly and deliberately, I can repay the 
injury done me by a falfe, ungrateful, deceitful 
woman. 

Drugget. 

The injuries done you by a falfe, ungrateful ! My 
daughter I hope. Sir— 

Sir Charles. 

Her charafler is now fully known to me. I un- 
derftand her perfeftly. She is a vile woman 1 that's 
all I have to fay. Sir ! 

Drugget. 
Hey ! how !— a vile woman ! what has flie done? 
I hope ftie is not capable-— 

Sir Charles. 

I fhall enter into no detail, Mr. Drugget; the 
time and circumilanccs will not allow it at prefentr 
But depend upon it, I have done with her. A low, 

unpolifhed, uneducated, falfe, impofing See if 

the horfes are put-to. 

DgUG- 
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Drugget. 
Mercy on me ! in my old days to hear this. 

Enter Mrs. Drugget. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Deliver me ! I am all over in fuch a tremble. 
Sir Charles, 1 fliall break my heart if there is any 
tiling amifs. 

Sir Charles. 

Madam, I am very ferry, for your fake ; but to 
live with her is impoflible. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
My poor dear girl ! what can ihe have done ? 

Sir Charles. 
What all her fex can do : it needs no explanation: 
the very fpirit of them all. 

Drugget. 

Ay! I fee how it is.— -She is bringing foul dif- . 
grace upon us. This' comes of her marrying a man 
of fafhion. 

Sir Charles. 

Fafhion, Sir ! that fhould have inftrufted her 
better. She might have been fenfible of her happi- 
nefs. Whatever you may think of the fortune you 
gave her, my rank in life claims refpeft ; claims obe- 
dience, attention, truth, and love, from one raifed in 
the world as fhc has been by an alliance with me. 

Drug- 
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Drugget. 

And, let me tell yom, however you may eftimatc 
your quality, my daughter is dear to me. 

Sir Charles. 
And, Sir, my charafter is dear to me. It Iball 
never be in her power to expofe me. 

DRUGGEt. 

Yet you mufl give me leave to tell you 

Sir Charles. 
I won't hear a word. 

Drugget. 
Not in behalf of my own daughto: ^ 

Sir Charles. 

Nothing can excufe her. It is to no purpofe. 
She has married above her ; and if that circumftance 
makes the lady forget herfelf, fhe at leaft fliall fee 
that I can, and will fupport my own dignity. 

Drugget. 
But, Sir, I have a right to afk — 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Patience, my dear, be a little calm. 

Drugget. 

Mrs. Drugget, do you have patience. I muft 
and will enquire, 

- Vol. II. F f f Mrs. 
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Mrs. Druoopt, 

_ Don't be fo hafly, my love; have fonte re^eft 
for Sir Charles's rank j don't be violent with a man 
of his fafhion. 

Drugget^ 

Hold your tongue, woman, I fay: hol4 your 
tongue. You are not a perfon of falhion at leaft, 
My dayghter was ever a good girl. 

Sir Charles, 
I have found her out; 

Drugget, 

Oh ! then its all oyer^ and it dpes not fignify ar? 
guing about it, - 

' Mrs. Drugget. 
That ever 1 fhoiild live to fee this hour! How 
the unfortunate girl could take fuch v^ickednefs in 
her head, I can't imagine. Fll go and fpeak to the 
unhappy creature this moment:. lExif. 

Sir Charles. 

She Hands detefted now ; detefted in her trucft 
polours. 

Drugget, 

Well, grievous as it may be, let mt hear the cir-f 
purnftance? of this unhappy bufinefs. 

Sir Charles. 
J^r. Drugget, I have not leifure now. Her beha-: 
yibur has been fo exafperating, that 1 fhall make tiie 

■ . •■ ■ m 
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bfcft of my Way to town. My mind is fixed. Shd 
fees mie no more, ^nd (03 your fervant, Sifi [Exifi, 

I)RUGGEt* 

What a calanriityhas here befallen us! A good 
girl, and fo well difpofed ! , But the evil communi-; 
Cation, of high iife^ and falhionable vites, turned 
her heart to fplly* 

EMer Lovelace* 

LoVELiflldS; 

Joy \ jdy i Mr. Dnigget, I give you joy* 

Drugget* 
Don*t infult jnej Sir j I defire ydu won't; 

Lovelace* 

infult you, Sir ! Is there arty thing infulting^ my 
dear Sir, if I take the liberty to congratulate you 
on the approaching—^--' 

Drugget* ^ 

There ! there! the manners of high lie for you I 
He wifhes mt joy on the approaching Jriiin of my 
daughter. She is to Jbe in the fafhion ! Mr. Ldve-« 
lace, you Ihall have no daughter of mine* 

LoVELACEi 

Mv defer Sirj never bear malice. I hive reconfi- 
derea the thing, and ciirfe catch me, i( J don*t think 
your notion of the Guildhall giants, and the court of 
Aldermen in hornbeani— — 

F f f 2 Drug - 
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Drugget. 

Well ! well ! well ! there may be people at the 
court end of the town in hornbeam too. 

Lx)VELACE. 

Yes, faith, fo there may; and I believe. 1 could 
help you to a tolerable coUeftion. However, 
with your daughter I am ready to venture. 

Drugget. 
But I am not ready. I'll not venture my girl 
with you. No more daughters of mine fliall have 
their minds depraved by polite vices. 

Lovelace. 

Strike me ftupid, if I underftand one word of all 
this. 

Enter Woodlev. 

Drugget. 

Mr. Wdodley, you ftiall have Nancy to your wife, 
as I promiAd you : take her to-morrow morning. 

WOODLEY. 

Sir, I have not words to exprcfs 

Lovelace. 

What the devil is the matter with the old haber- 
dafher now ? 

Drugget. 

And hark ye, Mr. Woodley ; 111 mike you a pre- 
fent for your garden, of a coronation dinner in 

greensi, 



A COMEDY. 405 

greens, with the champion riding on horfeback, and 
the fword will be full grown before April next, 

WOODLEY. 

I fhall receive it, Sir, as your favour. 

Drugget/ ^ 

Ay, ay ! I fee my error in wanting an alliance 
with great folks. I had rather have you, Mr. 
Woodley, for my fon-in-law, than any courtly fop 
of 'em all. Is this man gone ? Is Sir Charles Rac- 
kett gone ? ^ 

Woodley. 

Not yet: he makes a bawling yonder for his 
horfes. I'll ftep and call him to you. [Exit. 

Drugget. 

Do fo ; do fo, Mr. Woodley. I am out of all pa- 
tience. I am out of my fenfes. I muft fee him 
once more. Mr. Lovelace, neither you nor any per- 
fon of fafliion, fhall ruin another child of mine. 

[Exit. 

Lovelace. 
Droll this ! damn'd droll T And every fyllable of 
it Greek to me. The queer old putt is as whimfical 
in his notions of life as of gardening. If this be the 
cafe, I fhall brufh, and leave him to his exotics. 

, [Exit. 

Enter Lady Rackstt, Mrs. Drugget, ^«i Dimity. 

Lady Rackett. 

A cruel> barbarous man ! to quarrel in this unac- 
countable 



4o6 THREE WE£KS AFTER MARRlAcEi 

countable manner ; to alarm the whole houfej an4 
to expofe me and himfclf too* 

Mrs* Druoget. 

Oh ! child ! 1 never thought it Would have come 
to this. Your fhame will not end here ; it will be 
all over St. James's parifli by to-morrow morning. 

Lady Rackett* 
Well, if it muft be fo, there is one comfort ftill i 
the ftoiy will tell more to his difgrace than mine. 

DlMItV* 

As I'm a finner, and fo it will. Madam. He de- 
fcrves what he has met with* 

Mrs* Drugget. 

Dimity, don*t you encourage her* You Ihock me 
to hear you (peak fo* I did not think you had beett 
fo hardened* 

Lady Rackett. 

Hardened do you call it ? I have lived in the 
world to very little purpofe, if fucb trifles as thefe 
are to difturb my reft. 

Mrs. DRt/GGEt. 

You wicked girl ! do you call it a trifle to ht 
guilty of falfehood to your hufband's bed ? 

Lady RACKEtr. 
How !■ " {turm Jhorty and ft ares at her) 

Dimity. 

That i that*s a mere trifle indeed- I have been -in 

as- 
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as good places a? ismy body, ancl not a creature minds 
it now, 

Mrs. DkuoGfet, 

My Lady Rackett, my Lady Rackett, I never 
could think to ' fee you come to this deplorable 
fhame. 

Lady Raci^ett, 

, Surely the bafe man has not been capable of laying 
^ny thing of that fort to my charge ? (afide) AU 
this is unaccountable to me— ha ! ha !— ^it is ridicu- 
lous beyond mpafure. 

Dimity, 

That^s right, Madan> : laugh at it j| you ferved 
him right, 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Charlotte! Charlotte! Tm aftoniflied at your 
vickedhfefs. 

Lady Rackett, 

• ' Well, I proteft and vow I don't comprehend all 
this. Has Sir Charles accufed me of any impropriety 
in my cond^ft ? ^ 

Mrs. Drugget, 
Oh ! too true, he has : he has found you out, and 
you have behaved bafely, he fays. 

Lady Rackett. 
^a^iip ! 

Msr, 
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Mrs. Drugget. 

You have fallen into frailty, like many others of 
your fex, he fays ; and he is refolved to come to a 
feparation direftly. 

Lady Rackett. 

Why then if he is fo bafe a wretch as to difhonour 
me in that manner, his heart fhall ache before I live 
with him again. 

Dimity. 

Hold to that. Ma'am, and let his head ache into 
the bargain. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Your poor father heard it as well as I. 

Lady Rackett. 

Then let your doors be open for him this very 
moment; let him return to London. If he does 
not, J'U lock myfelf up, and the falfe one fhan't ap- 
proach me, though he were to whine on his knees at 
my very door. A bafe, injurious man ! ^Exi^. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Dimity, do let us follow, and hear what Ihe has 
to fay for herfelf. [^Exit. 

Dimity. 

She has excufe enough I warrant her. What a 
noife is here indeed ! I have lived in polite families, 
where there was no fuch buftle made about no- 
thing. [£c.'V. 
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Entit Sir Charles and Drugget, 

Sir Charles. 
It is in vain. Sir, my rcfolution is taken. 

Drugget. 

Well, but confider, I am her father. Indulge me 
only till we hear what the girl has to fay in her de- 
fence. 

Sir Charles. 

She can have nothing to fay : no excufe can pal- 
liate fuch behaviour. 

Drugget. 

Don't be too pofitive: there may be fome mif- 
take. 

Sir Charles. 

No, Sir, no ; there can be no miftake. Did not 
I fee her, hear hermyfelf? 

Drugget. 
Lackadayl then I am an unfortunate man ! 

Sir Charles. 

She will be unfortunate too : with all my heart% 
She may thank herfelf. She might have been 
happy, had flic been fo difpofcd. 

Drugget. 

Why truly, 1 think flie might. 

« 
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E^ter Mrs. ^Diujqget. 

Mrs. ^DttuG<J£T. 

I wilh you ^would moderate yodr anger a litde, 
and let us talk over this affair with temper. My 
daughter denies every dttle of your charge. 

Sir Charles. 
Denies it ! denies it ! 

Mrs./DRVGoiT. 
She does indeed. 

Sir Charles.' 
And that aggravates her fiiult. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

She vows that you never found her out in any 
thing that was wrOng. 

Sir CiiARLE$. 

She does not allow it to be wrong then ! Ma- 
dam, I tell you again, r know her thoroughly. I 
have found her out : ;Lam nowracquiinted with her 
charafter. I am to be deceived no more. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Ttben you! arc in oppofite ftories. She-Swears, my 
dear Mr. Drugget, the. poOr^. girl -fwears (he never 
was guilty of the fmalleft infidelity to her hufband 
in her born days. 

Sir Charles. 
And what then ? What if (he docs fay fo ? 

Mrs. 
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And if Ihe fays truly, it is- hard- h» clmfaAcr 
fliould be blown upon without juft caufe. 

Sir Charles. 
And is flie therefore to behave ill in other re^ 
fpefts ? 1 never charged her with infidelity to me. 
Madam : there I allow her innoceq^r 

iStttd dxdinot yoi3-ch^g^ fe^ tlj^ii ? 

Sir Charles. 
No, Sir, I never dTeamtotfuch a thing. 

Drugget. 

Why then, if fhe i& innocent, let me tell you, you 
are a fcandalous perfon. 

Mrs. Drugg^x. 
Prithee, my dear — 

Drugget. 
Be quiet; though he is a man of qyality, I will 
tell him of it. Did not 1 fine forfherifF? — ^Yes, 
you are a fcandalous. perfon to defame aa honefl 
man's daughter. 

Sir Charles. 
What have you taken into your head now ? 

Drugget. 
You charged her with falfehood to your bed. 

G g g 2 Sir 
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Sir Charles. 
No— never — ^nevcr. 

Drugget. 

I fay you did. 

Sir Charles. 
And I fay no, no. 

Drugget. 

But I fay you didi you called yourfolf a cuckold. 
Did not he, wife ? 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Yes, Lovey, 1 ^m witnefs. ' 

Sir Charxes. 
Ablurd ! I faid no fiich thing. 

Drugget. 
But I aver you did. 

Mrs. Drugget, 
You did, indeed, Sir, 

Sir Charles. 
But I tell you no, pofitively no. 

Drugget and Mrs. Drugget, 
And I fay, yes, pofitively yes. 

Sir Charles, 
'Sdeath, this is all madnefs. 

Drug- 
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Drugget, 

You faid that (he followed the ways of moft of 
her fex. 

Sir Charles. 
I faid foj and what then ? 

Drugget. 

There he owns it ; owns that he called himfelf a 
cuckold, and without rhyme or reafon into the bar- 
gain. 

Sir Charles, 
I never owned any fuch thing. 

Drugget. , 
You owned it even now — now — now — ^new- 
Mrs. Drugget. 
This very moment. 

Sir Charles. 
No, no J I tell you, no. 

Drugget. 

This inftant. — Prove it: make your words good : 
fliew me your horns, and if you can't, it is worfe 
than fuicide to call yourfelf a cuckold, without 
proof. 

Enter Dimity, {in a fit of laughing) 

Dimity. 

What do you' think it was all about? Ha ! ha 1 
the whole fecret is come out, ha ! ha ! It was all a- 
bout a game of cards — Ho ! ho ! ho ! 

Drug- 
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DuuGGEr. 
A game of cards! 

Dimity, (laughing^ 

It was all about a club and a diamond, (runs out 
laughing) 

■:.". DRirt?cET*r 
And was that all^ Sir Charles ? 

Sir Charles. 
An^ enough too. Sir. 

Drugget. 
And was that what you found her out" in ? 

Sir Charles. 

I caa*t bear to be contradifted, when Tarn clear 
that I am in the right. 

Drugget. 

I never heaid of fuch a heap of nonfenfc in all my 
life. Woodley fhall marry Nancy, 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Don't be in a hurry, my love, this will all be 
made up. 

Drugget. 
Why does he not go and beg her pardon then ? 
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Sir Charles. 

I beg her pardon ! I won't debafe myfclf to any 
of you, I fhan't forgive * her, you may reft affured. 

J)kvggzt. 
. Niow dwfe/th^ a pretty fellow for you. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

rU ftep and prevail on my Lady Rackett to fpeak 
to him : all this .will be fet right. ^Exil. 

Druooet, 

cA ridiculous fop ! I am glkd it is no worfe, how- 
ever. — He muft go and talk fcandal of himfdf, j^S; if 
the town did not abound with people ready enough 
to take that trouble off: his hands. 

£»/^r Nancy. 

Drugget. 
So, Nancv — ^you fecm in confufion, my girl ! 

Nancy. 

How can one help it, with all this noife in the 
houfe ? And you are going to inarry me as ill as my 
• After. I hate Mr. Lovelace. 

Drugget. 

.Why fo, child? 

Nancy. 

I know thdc. people of quality defpifc us all out 

of 
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of pride, and would be glad to many us out of ava- 
rice. 

Drugget. 
The girVs right, 

• Nancy. 

They many one woman, live with another, and 
love only, thcmfelves. 

Drugget. 
And then quarrel about a card. 

Nancv. 

I don't want to be a gay lady. I want to be 
happy. 

Drugget. 

And fo you (hall : don't fright yourfelf, child. 
Step to your fifter, bid her make herfelf eafy : go, 
and comfort her, go. 

Nancy-. 
Yes, Sir. lExit. 

Drugget. 

ril ftep and fettle the matter with Mr. Woodley 
this moment. Exit. 

Sceney nnotber Apartmmty 
Sir Charles, with a pack of cards ^ at a tabic. 

SrR Charles. 

Never was any thing like her behaviour. I can 

pick 
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pick out the very cards I had in my hand, and then 
tis as plain as the fun.T-^Thefe — tiiere— now — there 
—no— damn it — -nor— there it was — now let me fee-r-* 
They had ioiirtfy^hbnours alrtd we pliy'dfdr the odd 
trick,— darnnation ! honoursk, were divided— ay! — 
honours were ^diirided aridth&n a; trump was led, and 
tfie other fiae had the— ccMfififfion !— thl^ pi-e^S^- 
rous woman has put it all out of my head [Puts fi^^ 
Cards into his Pocket. '\ Mighty well. Madam i I have 
done with you. : :- ... 

Enter Mrs. Drugget. 

^ . Mrs; Ditv^GBT. - ' 
Sir Charles, let m6 prevail. Corti^ witk nib 
fthd-:^eak to her, 

SiicGwAiLES; 

Mrs, Drugget. 

If you were to fee her all bath'd in tears, I am fure 
it would melt your- very heaft. 

Sir. CharIles, 

; Madam it flialt b? rny falilt if ever I am treated - fo 
ag&in. ril have n^c^hing to f3?y taher [Goingy^ops.l 
]Does; fke give up the point ? 

Mrs. Drugget. 
She dpe^, flie agrees to any thing, 

• Sir Charles, . -, < 

Does fhe ^low that the club was the play ? 

y^v. If. Hhh Mrs, 
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Mrs. Drxjoggt. 
Juft as you plcafc ; Ihc is all fubmiflion. 

Sir Charles. 

Docs flic own that the club was not the beft in the 
houfc? 

Mrs. Drugget, 
She does ; Ihe is willing to own it. 

Sir Charles. 

Then TU ftcp and fpeak to her. I never was 
clearer in any thing in my life. 

{Exit. 

Mrs. Drugget. 

Lord love 'enri, they'll make it up now, and then 
they'll be as happy as ever. 

[Exit, 

Enter Nancy. 

Nancy. 

'■ Well! they may talk what they will of tafte, and 
genteel lifes I don't think it's natural. Give me Mr. 
Woodley — La! that odious thing coming this way. 

Enter Lovelace, 

Lovelace. 

My charmiijg little innocent^ I have not feen you 
thefe three hours, 

Nancy. 



A COMEDY. 419 

Nan6y. 
I have been very happy thefe three hours. 

Lovelace. 

My fweet angel, you feem dirconcerted. And 
you neglcft your pretty figure. No matter for the 
prefent j in a little time I fhall make you appear as 
graceful and as genteel as your filler. 

Nancv. 
That is not what employs my thoughts. Sir* 

Lovelace. 

Ay ! but my pretty little dear, that fliouM engage 
your attention. To fet off and adorn the charms 
that nature has given you, ihould be ,the bufinefs of 
your life. 

Nancv. 

But I have learnt a new fong that contradicts 
what you fay, and though I am not in a very 
good humour for finging, yet you fliall hear it. 

Lovelace. 

By all means; don't check your fancy: 1 am all 
attention. 

Namcv. 

It exprefles my fentiments, and when you have 
heard them, you won't teize me any more. 

H h h 2 SONG, 
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S Q N G. 

I- 

TO <lance, and to drefs, and to flaunt it about, 
To run to park, phjy to aflembly and rout 5 
To wander for ever in whim's giddy maze^ 
And one poor hair torture a nnillion of ways ; 
'To put at the glafs every feature to fchool, 
Ancr praft'ife their art on each fop and each fool ; 
Of one thing tb think, and another to tell, 
Thefe, thefe are the manners of each giddy belle. 

II. 

To fmile, and to fimper, white teeth to difplay ; 
The time in gay follies to trifle away ; 
Againft ev'ry virtue the bofom to fteel. 
And only of drefs the anxieties feel ; 
To be at Eve's ear the infidious decoy, 
Thepleafure ne'er tafte, but the mifchief enjoy 5 
To boaft of foft raptures they never can know, 
Thefe, thefe are the manners of each giddy beau. 

[Exit. 

Lovelace. 
I muft have her, notwithftanding thist for tho' I 
am not in love, I am moft confoundedly in debt. 

Enter Drucget* - 

Drugget- 

So, Mr. Lovelace ! any news from above flairs? 
Is this abfurd quarrel at an end ? Havie they iT^ade 
it up ? 

Lovelace. 

Oh! a mere bagatelle. Sir; thefe little fracas a- 

mong 
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mong the better fart rf people never laft long: ele- 
gant trifles caufe elegant difputes, and we cQnF>e to- 
gether clcgtody again ; as ypu fee ^ for here they 
come, in perfeft good humour. 

EnUr Sir Charles and Lady Rack^tt. 

Sir Charles. 

you fee me in 
Jthe 



Mr. Drugget, I embrace you ; ; 
le moft perfed harmony of fpirits. 

DRUGGEr. 

What, all reconciled again ? 

Lady Rackett. 



All made up. Sir. I knew how to bring the 
gentleman to a fenfe of his duty. This is the firft 
difference, I think, we ever had. Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. 
And Til be fworn it fhall be the laft. 

Drugget. 
I am hamjy, now, as happy as a fond father can 
wilh. Sir Ch2U*ljes^ I can Ipare you an image to put 
on the tpp of your houfe in London. 

Sir Charles* 
Infinitely oblig'd to you. * r 

Drugget. 
Well! well! It's time to retire: I am glad to fee 
you reconciled ; and now I wifn you a good night. 
Sir Charles. Mr. Lovelace, this is your way. Fare ye 

well 
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well both. I am glad your quarrels are at an end : 
this way Mr. Lovelace. 

{Exeunt Drugget and Lovelace. 

Lady, Rackett. 

Ah! you arc a fad man. Sir Charles, to behave to 
me as you have done. 

Sir Charles. 
My dear, I grant it: and fuch an abfurd quarrd 
too — ha! ha! 

■ A 

■ 

Lady Rackett. 
Yes — ha! ha! — about llich a trifle. 

Sir Charles. 

It is pleafant how we could both fall into fuch an 
error. Ha! ha! — 

Lady Rackett. 
Ridiculous beyond expreflion ! Ha! hal 

Sir Charles. 

And tlien the miftake y6ur father and mother fell 
into! ^ ' 

Lady Rackett, 

That too is a diverting part of the ftory. Ha! ha- 
— But, Sir Charles, muft I ftay and live with my fa- 
ther tell I grow as fantaftical as his own evergreens ! 

Sir Charles. 
Nay, prithee don't remind me of my folly. 

Lady 
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Lady* Rackett, 

Ah ! my relations were all {landing behind ecu nters, 
felling Whitechapel needles, while your family were 
Ipending great eftates. 

Sir Charles. 

Spare my blulhes : you fee I am covered "v^ith 
confufion. 

Lady Rackett. . 

How could you fay fo indelicate a thing? I don^t 
love you. 

Sir Charles. 
It was indelicate ; I grant it. 

Lady Rackett. 
Am I a vile woman ? 

Sir Charles^. 
How can you, my angel ? 

Lady Rackett. 

I fhan't forgive you ! TU have you on your knees 
for this. {Sings and plays with bim,) — " Go, naughty 
man.'*-— Ah! Sir Charles! 

Sir Charles. 

The reft of my life fhall aim at convincing you 
how fincerly I love you. 

Lady Rackett. (Sings) 

** Go, naughty man, I can't abide you" — WeH ! 

come 
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Well ! come, let us go to reft. (Going.) Ah, Sir 
Charles ! now it's all over, the diamond was the play. 

Sir Chaiiles. 

Oh no, no, hos now that one may fpeak, it was the 
club indeed. 

Lady Rackett. 
Indeed, my love, you are miftdcen. 

Sir Charles. 

You make me laugh; but I was not miftaken: rely 
trpon my judgement. 

Lady Rackett. 
You may rely upon mine : you was wrong. 

Sir Charles, (laughing.) 
Po ! no, no, no fuch thing. 

Lady Rackett, (laughing.) 
But I fay, yes, yes, yes?. 

Sir Charles. 

Oh! no, no; it is tod ridiculous; don't fay any 
more about it, my love. 

Lady Rackett. (tt>ying with him.) 

Don't you fay any more about it : you had better 
give it up, you had- indeed. 

Enter Footman, 
Your honour's cap and: flippers; 
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Sir Charles. 

Lay ddWh my cap^ and here lake thefe Ihoes 
bfE (He takes *em offy and leaves *em at a dijiance,) 
Indeed^ my Lady Rackett^ you make me ready to ex- 
pire with laughinj^. Ha! ha ! 

LaDV RACKETTi 

If ou may Uugh, but I am right notwithftandingv 

Sir Charles; 
How can you fay fo ? 

Lady Rackets 
How can you fay otherwife ? 

Sir Charles. 

Well now mind me, my Lady Rackett, we can now 
talk of this matter in good humour: we can difcufs it 
coolly* 

Lady Rackett. 
So we can— ^aiid it is for that reafon I venture to 
ipeak to youi Alt thefe the ruffles I bought for you ? 

Sir Charles. 
They are, my dear. 

Lady RACKEtTi 

They are very pretty. But indeed you played the 
card wrong* 

Sir CharleS; 

Po, there is nothingfoclcar^if ypu will biit hear 
tiiei only hear me. 

Vol. II* III Lady 
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Lady Rackett. 

Ah ! .but do you hear me. The thing wars thus. 
The adverfary's club being the belt in the houfe-^, 

Sir Charles. 

No, no, liften, to me: the affair was thus: Mrt^ 
' Jenkins having neyer a club left-^- 

Lady Racket^. 
Mr. Jenkins finefled the club^ 



Sir Charles. 
How can you ? 



(peevijhly) 



Lady Rackett. 
And trumps being all out 

Sir Charles. 
And we playing for the odd trick 

Lady Rackett. 
If you had minded your game 

Sir Charles. 
And the club being the beft . ■ 

Lady Rackett. 
If you had led your diamon d i ■ 

Sir Charles. 
Mr. Jenkins would of courfc put on a 
fpade. 

La^y Rackett. 
And fo the odd trick was fiirc. 



r 



I- 

I 



I 






Sir 
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Sir Charles. 
Damnation ! will you let me fpeak ? 

^^ ' . Lady Rackett. 

Well, to be fure, you are the ftrangeft man. 

•Sir Charles. 

Plague and torture ! there is no fuch thing as con- 
verfing with you. 

Lady Rackett. 
Very well. Sir, fly out again. 

Sir Charles. 

Look here now : here is a pacjc of gards. Now you 
fhall be convinced. 

Lady Rackett. 

You may talk till to-morrow^ I know I am right. 
{walks about. ^ 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, by all that's pcrverfe, you arc the moft 
headftrong — Can't you loo^c here ? here are the very 
cards. * 

Lady Rackett, 
Go on; you'll find it out at laft, ^ 

Sir Charles^ 

Will you hold your tongue, or not ? will you let me 
(hew you ? — Po ! it's all nonfenfe. {fuis up Pke c^rds^ 
Come^ let us go to bed.^ {going) Only ftay one mo- 
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ment. (^ahs out the (ardi) Now cprnma^d yoof^ 
ielfj and you fhall have demo|iftration^ 

Lady Rackett, 

Itdoesnotfignify,Sirj, Your head will be dearcf 
in the morning. \ chufe to go to bed* 

Sl^ CHAIlL£9i. 

Stay and he^ mej can^ yeu ? 

Lady Rackett. 
No i my head aches. I am tired of the fubjcft. 

Sir Charles. 

Why then, damn the cards. There, and there, and 
there, {tbrowbfg tbm ahut the room) You may go 
to bed by yourftlf; Confufion fei^e me> if I ftay 
here to be tormented a moment longer. {Putting 
en bisjboes.) 

Enter Pimity. 

Dimity. 
pid you ^allj Sir ? 

SjfL Charles. 
No i neycr^ never, Madarn. 

Dimity, (in a fit of laughing) 
At it again ! 

Lady Rackett. 
Take your own way, Sir. 

§11^ 
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Sir Charles. ^ 

Now then I tell yovi once mot^fyqu area vile wo^ 
man. 

Dimity. 

Law, Sir!— »Thi§ is charming; TU run and tclJ the 
old couple. 

[£^//. 

Sir Charles, (ftill putting on hisjhoes.) 

You are the moflt malicious, pofitive, nonfenfi- 
cal-^ 

Lady Rackett. 

' Don't make me laugh again. Sir Charle$. {walks 
ndftngs.) 

Sir Charles. 

Hell and the devil! will you fit down quietly and 
let me convince you ? 

Lady Rackett. 
I don't chufe to hear any more about it. 

Sir Charles. 

Why then I believe you are poflefled. It is in vain 
to talk fenfe and reafon to you. 

Lady Rackett. 

Thank you for your compliment, Sir — Such a 
pian ! {with a Jneering laugh.) I never knew the 
jike 9f ^his. {Sit^ down. 



Sir 
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Sir Charles. 
1 promife you, you fhall repent of this ufage, before 
you have a moment of my company again. It Ihan-t 
be in a hurry you may depend. Madam — Now fee 
here — I can prove it to a demonftration (fits 
down by her yjhe gets up.) Look ye there again now : 
the very devil muft be in your temper. \ wifti I h?^ 
never feen your face. I wifh I was a thoufand miles 
off. Sit down but one moment. 

Lady Rackett% 
I am difpos'd to walk Sir, 

Sir Charles. 

Why then may I perifh if ever— ra blockhead, an 
ideot I was to marry, {walks about.) fuch provoki^^g 
impertinence ! {She fits down.) Damnation ! I am 
fo clear in the thing. She is not worth my notice— 
^(^S.its downy turns his iafk^ and looks un^afy.) Til take 
no more pains about it. {Paufesfor Jforn^ time^ then 
Icoks at her.) Is it not very ftrange, that you wont 
heai- me ? 

Lady Rackett, 
5ir, I am very ready to hear you. 

Sir Charles 
Very well then, very welh you remember how the 
game flood, {draws his chair near her. 

Lady Rackett. 

I wilh you would untie my necklace^ il; h,urts m?-^ 

> ■ . ■■* 

Sir Charles,, 
Why caji't you liftep ? 

Lady 
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Lady RAcktTT. 
I lell yoii it hurts me teiribly • 

Sir Charles. 

Death and confufioni (motes bis chair away.) 
^here is no bearing this, {looks at her angrily) It won't 
take a monment, if you will but liften. {moves to- 
"Wards her) Can't you fee, that by forcing the adver- 
fary's hand, Mr. Jenkins "would be obliged to— 

Lady Rackett. 

{Moving her chair awny from him.) 

Mr. Jenkins had the beft club, and never a dia- 
mond left. 

Sir Charles, (rifing) 

Diftrlftion ! Bedlam is not fo mad. Be as 

wrong as you pleafe. Madam. May I never hold 

four bv honours, may I lofe every thing I play for, 

may fortune eternally forfake me, if I endeavour 

'to fet you right again. 

Enter Mx. and Mrs. Drugget, Woodley, Lovr- 
lace, and Nancy. 

Mrs. Drugget. 
Gracious ! what's the matter now ? 

Lady Rackett. 

Such another man does not exift. I did not fay a 
word to the gentleman, and yet he has been raving 
about the room, and ftorming like a whirlwmd. 

Drug- 
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DRUGGBTfc 

And about a club again ! I heard it alK C(kni 
hither, Nancy j Mr. Woodley, fhe is yours for life. 

Mrs. Dkucget. 
My dear, how can you be fo paflionate ? 

Drugget. 
It fliall be fo. Take her for life, Mr. Woodley. 

WOODLEY. 

My whole life fhall be devoted to her happine fs 

Lovelace* 

The devil ! and fo I am to be left in the lurch in 
this manner, am I ? ^^ 

Lady RACKEtr. 

Oh ! this is only one of thofe polite difputes which 
people of quality, who have nothing elfe to differ 
about, muft always be liable to* Thjs will be 
made up to morrow* 

Drugget* 

Never tell me : it is too late ndW* Mr. Wood- 
ley, I recommend my girl to your care* I fhall have 
nothing now to think of, but my greens, and my 
images, and my flirubbery* Though, mercy on all 
married folks, fay I ! — for thefe wranglings are, I am 
afraid. What they, muft all come to* 



Lad^ 
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LApY Rackett, {comes forwards) 
* • 
jTTTld'it we mufi ali cornel to ? What? Com© tdP 

what ? 
Muft broils and quarrels be the marriage lot ? 
If that's the wife, deep meaning of our poet. 
The man's a fool ! a blockhead ! and I'll Ihew it. 

What could induce him in an age fo nice. 
So fam^d for virtue, fo refin'd from vice. 
To form a plan fo trivial^ falfe, and low ? 
As if a belle could quarrel with a beaii : 
As if there were in thefe thrice happy days. 
One who from nature, or from reafon drays ! 
There's no crofs hu/band now j no wrangling wife. 
The man is downright ignorant of life. 

Tis the rnillennium this : devoid of guile. 
Fair gentle Truth, and white rob'd Candour fmile* 
From every breaft the fordid love of gold 
Is banifli'd quite ; no boroughs now are fold ! 
Pray tell me. Sirs — (for I don't know, I vow,) 
Pray, is there fuch a thing as Gaming now r 
Do peers make laws againft that giant Vice, 
And then at Arthur's break them in a trice ? 
No, no 5 our lives are virtuous all, auftere and hard j 
Pray, ladies — do you ever fee a Card ? 
Thofe empty boxes fhew you don't love plays j 
The managers^ poor fouls ! get nothing now a days. 
If here you come — by chance — but once a week. 
The pit can witnefs that you never fpeak. 
Penfive Attention fits with decent mien ; 
No paint, no naked fhoulders to be feen ! 

And yet this grave, this moral, pious age^ 
May learn one ufefuj leffon from the ft age. 

Vol. II.. K k k Shun 
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Shun ftrifc, yc fair, and once a conteft o'er. 
Wake to a blaze the dying flame no more, 
Frorii fierce debate fly all the tender loves^ 
And Venus cries, *^ coachman, put^to my doves,*^ 
Hie genial bed no blooming Grace prq>aress 
«* And cv'ry day fliall be a day of canes/* 



End of the SECOND VOLUME. 



